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15 December 1942 


There was a time when people were in the habit of ad- 
dressing themselves frequently and felt no shame at making 
a record of their inward transactions. But to keep a journal 
nowadays is considered a kind of self-indulgence, a weak- 
ness, and in poor taste. For this is an era of hardboiled~dom. 
Today, the code of the athlete, of the tough boy - an 
American inheritance, I believe, from the English gentleman 
- that curious mixture of striving, asceticism, and rigour, 
the origins of which some trace back to Alexander the 
Great - is stronger than ever. Do you have feelings ? There 
are correct and incorrect ways of indicating them. Do you 
have an inner life ? It is nobody’s business but your own. 
Do you have emotions ? Strangle them. To a degree, every- 
one obeys this code. And it does admit of a limited kind of 
candour, a close-mouthed straightforwardness. But on the 
truest candour, it has an inhibitory effect. Most serious 
matters are closed to the hard-boiled. They are unpractised 
in introspection, and therefore badly equipped to deal wdth 
opponents whom they cannot shoot like big game or outdo 
in daring. 

If you have difficulties, grapple with them silently, goes 
one of their commandments. To hell with that ! I intend to 
talk about mine, and if I had as many mouths as Siva has 
arms and kept them going all the time, I still could not do 
myself justice. In my present state of demoralization, it 
has become necessary for me to keep a journal — that is, 
to talk to myself — and I do not feel guilty of self-indulgence 
in the least. The hard-boiled are compensated for their 
silence; they fly planes or fight bulls or catch tarpon, 
whereas I rarely leave my room. 

In a city where one has lived nearly all his life, it is not 
likely that he will ever be solitary; and yet, in a very real 
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sense, I am just that. I am alone ten hours a day in a single 
room. As such places go, it is not bad, though there are 
the standard rooming-house annoyances: cooking odours, 
roaches, and peculiar neighbours. But over the years 1 have 
become accustomed to ail three. 

I am well supplied with books. My wife is always bring- 
ing new ones in the hope that I will use them. I only wish 
I could. In the old days, when we had a flat of our own, I 
read constantly. I was forever buying new books, faster, 
admittedly, than I could read them. But as long as they 
surrounded me they stood as guarantors of an extended 
life, far more precious and necessary than the one I was 
forced to lead daily. If it was impossible to sustain this 
superior life at all times. 1 could at least keep its signs 
within reach. When it became tenuous I could see them and 
touch them. Now, however, now that 1 have leisure and 
should be able to devote myself to the studies I once began, 

I find myself unable to read. Books do not hold me. After 
two or three pages or. as it sometimes happens, paragraphs, 

I simply cannot go on. 

Nearly seven months have gone by since 1 resigned my 
job at the Inter-American Travel Bureau to answer the 
Army’s call for induction. I am still waiting. It is a trivial- 
seeming thing, a sort of bureaucratic comedy trimmed out 
in red tape. At first, I took that attitude towards it myself. 
It began as a holiday, a short reprieve, last May, when I 
was sent home because my papers were not in order. I have 
lived here eighteen years, but I am still Canadian, a Brit- 
ish subject, and although a friendly alien 1 could not be 
drafted without an investigation, I waited five weeks and 
then I asked Mr Mallender at Inter-American to take me 
back temporarily, but business had so fallen off. he told 
me, that he had been obliged to lay off Mr Trager and 
Mr Bishop, in spite of their long years of service, and 
could not possibly help me. At the end of September I was 
informed by letter that I had been investigated and ap- 
proved and again, in accordance with the regulations. I 
was instructed to present myself for a second blood test. 
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A month later I was notified that I was in ia and was told 
to hold myself ready. Again I waited. Finally, when 
November came, I began to inquire and found that through 
a new clause affecting married men my induction had 
been postponed. I asked for reclassification, pleading that 
I had been prevented from working. After three weeks of 
explaining, I was transferred to 3A. But before I could act 
(in a week, to be accurate), I was summoned for a new 
blood test (each holds good for only sixty days). And so I 
was shifted back. This tedious business has not ended yet, 

I am sure. It will drag on for another two, three, four 

months. 

Meanwhile, Iva, my wife, has been supporting me. She 
claims that it is no burden and that she wants me to enjoy 
this liberty, to read and to do all the delightful things I 
will be unable to do in the Army, About a year ago, I am- 
bitiously began several essays, mainly biographical, on the 
philosophers of the Enlightenment. I was in the midst of 
one on Diderot when I stopped. But it was vaguely under- 
stood, when I began to dangle, that I was to continue with 
them. Iva did not want me to get a job. As a ia 1 could 

not get a suitable one anyhow. 

Iva is a quiet girl. She has a way about her that discour- 
ages talk. We no longer confide in each other; in fact, 
there are many things I could not mention to her. We have 
friends, but we no longer see them. A few live in distant 
parts of the city. Some are in Washington, and some in the 
Army; one is abroad. My Chicago friends and I have been 
growing steadily apart. I have not been too eager to meet 
them. Possibly some of our differences could be mended. 
But, as I see it, the main bolt that held us together has 
given way, and so far I have had no incentive to replace 
it. And so I am very much alone. I sit idle in my room, anti- 
cipating the minor crises of the day, the maid’s knock, the 
appearance of the postman, programmes on the radio, and 
the sure, cyclical distress of certain thoughts. 

I have thought of going to work, but I am unwilling to 
admit that I do not know how to use my freedom and have 
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H^H&^Kmbrace the flunkydom of a job because I have no re- 
BB^^^^Surces - in a word, no character. I made an attempt to 
A BPr enlist in the Navy last time I was reclassified, but induc- 
jh^K tion, it seems, is the only channel for aliens. There is noth- 
HjjSl ing to do but wait, or dangle, and grow more and more dis- 

pirited. It is perfectly clear to me that I am deteriorating, 
storing bitterness and spite which eat like acids at my en- 
dowment of generosity and good will. But the seven 
months’ delay is only one of the sources of my harassment. 
Again, 1 sometimes think of it as the backdrop against 
which 1 can be seen swinging. It is still more. Before I can 
properly estimate the damage it has done me I shall have to 
be cut down. 


i6 December 

I HAVE begun to notice that the more active the rest of the 
world becomes, the more slowly 1 move, and that my soli- 
tude increases in the same proportion as its racket and 
frenzy. This morning Tad’s wife in Washington writes 
that he has flown to North Africa. In all my life 1 have 
never felt so stock-still. I can't even bring myself to go to 
the store for tobacco, though I would enjoy a smoke. I will 
wait. And simply because Tad is now landing in Algiers 
or Oran or already taking his first walk in the Casbah - we 
saw Vepe le Moko together last year. I am honestly pleased 
for his sake, not envious. But the feeling persists that while 
he rockets to Africa and our friend Stillman travels in 
Brazil, I grow rooted to my chair. It is a real, a bodily feeling, 

I will not even try to rise. It may be that I could get up and 
walk around the room or even go to the store, but to make 
the effort would put me in a disagreeable state. This will 
pass if I ignore it. 1 have always been subject to such hallu- 
cinations. In the middle of winter, isolating a wall \^’ith 
sunlight on it, I have been able to persuade myself, despite 
the surrounding ice, that the month was July, not February. 
Similarly, I have reversed the summer and made myself 
shiver in the heat. And so, also, with the time of the day. 
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It is a common trick, I suppose. It can be carried too far, 
perhaps, and damage the sense of reality. When Marie 
comes to make the bed, 1 shall get to my feet, button on my 
coat, and go to the store, and that will be the end of this 

feeling. 

As a rule I am only too anxious to find a reason to leave 
my room. No sooner am 1 in it than I begin to cast around 
for one. When I do go, I do not go far. My average radius 
is three blocks. I am always afraid of running into an ac- 
quaintance who will express surprise at seeing me and ask 
questions. I avoid going downtown and, when I must go, 
I carefully stay away from certain streets. And I think I 
have carried over from my schooldays the feeling that there 
is something unlawful in being abroad, idle, in the middle 
of the day. 

However, 1 am poor at finding reasons. 1 seldom go out 
more than four times a day, three times for meals and the 
fourth on a contrived errand or on some aimless impulse. 
1 rarely take long walks. For lack of exercise, I am growing 
heavy. When Iva objects, I point out that 1 shall lose weight 
quickly enough in the Army. The streets at this time of 
year are forbidding, and then, too, I have no overshoes. 
Occasionally I do lake a longer excursion, to the laundry 
or to the barber shop, to Woolworth’s for envelopes, or 
even farther, at Iva’s request, to pay a bill; or, without 
her knowledge, to see Kitty Daumier. And then there are 
obligatory visits to the family. 

I have fallen into the habit of changing restaurants regu- 
larly. I do not want to become too familiar a sight in any 
of them, friendly with sandwich men, waitresses, and cash- 
iers, and compelled to invent lies for their benefit. 

At half past eight I eat breakfast. Afterwards I walk 
home and settle down to read the paper in the rocker by 
the window. I cover it from end to end, ritualistically, 
missing not a word. First come the comic strips (I follow 
them because I have done so since childhood, and 1 compel 
myself to read even the newest, most unpalatable ones), 
then I read the serious news and the columnists, and. 
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finally, the gossip, the family page, the recipes, the obitu- 
aries, the society news, the ads, the children s puzzles, 
everything. Reluctant to put it aside, 1 even reread the 

comics to see if I have missed anything. 

Re-entering waking life after the regeneration (when it 
is that) of sleep, I go in the body from nakedness to cloth- 
ing and in the mind from relative purity to pollution. 
Raising the window, 1 test the weather; opening the paper, 

I admit the world. 

1 am now full of the world, and wide awake. It is nearly 
noon, time for lunch. Since eleven 1 have been growing 
restless, imagining that 1 am hungry again. Into the silence 
of the house there fall accentuating sounds, the closing of 
a door in another room, the ticking of drops from a faucet, 
the rustling of the steam in the radiator, the thrum of a 
sewing-machine upstairs. The unmade bed, the walls, are 
brightly striped. The maid knocks and pushes open the 
door. She has a cigarette in her mouth. I think I am the 
only one before whom she dares smoke; she recognizes 
that 1 am of no importance. 

At the restaurant 1 discover that 1 am not hungry at all, 
but now 1 have no alternative and so 1 eat. The stairs are 
a little more difficult this rime. I come into the room breath- 
ing hard, and turn on the radio. I smoke. 1 listen to half an 
hour of symphonic music, disturbed when 1 fail to catch 
the announcer before he begins to advertise someone's 
credit-clothing. By one o’clock the day has changed, has 
taken on a new kind of restlessness. 1 make my effort to 
read but cannot key my mind to the sentences on the page 
or the references in the words. My mind redoubles its 
efforts, but thoughts of doubtful relevance are straggling 
in and out of it. the trivial and the major together. And 
suddenly 1 shut it off. It is as vacant as the street. 1 get up 
and turn on the radio again. Three o’clock, and nothing 
has happened to me; three o’clock, and the dark is already 
setting in: three o’clock, and the postman has bobbed by 
for the last time and left nothing in my box. I have read 
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the paper and looked into a book, I have had a few random 
thoughts 

Mr Five-by-five, 

He’s five feet high 

An’ he’s five feet wide. . . . 


and now, like any housewife, 1 am listening to the radio. 

The landlady’s daughter has cautioned us not to plaX it 
too loudly; her mother has been bedridden for inore than 
three months. The old woman is not expected to live long. 
She is blind and very nearly bald; she must be close to 
ninety. 1 see her at times, between the curtains, as I go 
upstairs. The daughter has been managing the house since 
September. She and her husband. Captain Briggs, live n 

the third-floor apartment. He is in the I 

Sion. A man of about fifty (much older than his wife), h 

is solid, neat, grey, and quiet-spoken. We 

walking outside the fence, smoking a last cigarette before 

At four-thirty 1 hear Mr Vanaker next door, coughing 
and growling. Iva, for some reason of her own, has name 
him the ‘werewolf’. He is a queer, annoying creature 
His coughing, 1 am convinced, is partly alcoholic and pa y 
nervous And it is also a sort of social activity. Iva does not 
agree. But 1 know that he coughs to draw a«cntion to h 
self. I have lived in rooming houses so long that I " 

acquired an eye for the type. Years ago, 

Avenue, there was an old man who refused to shut his door 

but sat or lay facing the hall and watched everyone day 
and night. And there was another on Schiller S^eet 
whose washbasin you could always hear the wa er g- 

That was his manner of making himself known to us. M 
Vanaker coughs. Not only that, but when he goes o 
toilet he leaves the door ajar. He tramps doiro the hall, and 
a moment later you hear him splashing. Iva ate y co 
plained about this to Mrs Briggs, who thereupon tacked a 
notice on the wall: Occupant please close door when 




using and wear bathrobes to and fro. So far it hasn’t helped. 

Through Mrs Briggs we have learned a number of in- 
teresting facts about Vanaker. Before the old woman took 
to bed he was continually urging her to go to the movies 
with him. ‘When it should be plain to anybody Mamma 
can't see a thing.’ He was formerly in the habit of running 
down to answer the phone in his pyjama trousers only - 
the reason for the bathrobe warning. The Captain had to 
step in and put an end to that. Marie has found half-smoked . 
cigars ground out on the floors of unoccupied rooms. She 
suspects Vanaker of snooping through the house. He is no 1: 
gentleman. She cleans his room, and she knows. Marie has I 

high standards for white conduct, and her nostrils grow I 
wider when she speaks of him. The old woman, Mrs Kiefer, | 

once threatened to put him out, she claims. 

Vanaker is energetic. Hatless, he hurries in his black 

moleskin jacket up the street and between the snowy 
bushes. He slams the street door and kicks the snow from 
his boots on the first step. Then, coughing wildly, he runs 

up. 

At six. I meet Iva at Fallon’s for supper. We eat there 
quite regularly. Sometimes we go to the Merit or to a 
cafeteria on Fifty-third Street. Our evenings are generally 
short. We turn in before midnight. 


17 December 

It is a narcotic dullness. There are times when I am not 
even aware that there is anything wrong with this exist- 
ence. But. on the other hand, there are times when 1 rouse 
myself in bewilderment and vexation, and then 1 think 
of myself as a moral casualty of the war. 1 have changed. 
Two incidents in the past week have shown me how 
greatly. The first can hardly be called an incident. 1 was 
leafing through Goethe's Poetry and Life and 1 came upon 
the following phrase : ‘This loathing of life has both phy- 
sical and moral causes. . . . ’ 1 was sufficiently stirred by this 


to read on. ‘All comfort in life is based upon a regular 
occurence of external phenomena. The changes of the 
day and night, of the seasons, of flowers and fruits, and all 
other recurring pleasures that come to us, that we may 
and should enjoy them - these are the mainsprings of our 
earthly life. The more open we are to these enjoyments, 
the happier we are; but if these changing phenomena un- 
fold themselves and we take no interest in them, it we are 
insensible to such fair solicitations, then comes on the 
sorest evil, the heaviest disease - we regard life as ^ 
some burden. It is said of an Englishman that he hanged 
himself that he might no longer have to dress and undress 
himself every day.’ 1 read on and on with unaccustomed 
feeling. Goethe’s heading on the next page was Weariness 
of Life’. Exactly Radix malorum est weariness of lite. then 
came the statement: ‘Nothing occasions this vveariness 
more than the recurrence of the passion of love. Deep y 

disappointed, I put the book down. 

Nevertheless, I could not help seeing how differently this 

would have affected me a year ago, and how much I had 
altered. Then, I might have found it true but not especially 
noteworthy. I might have been amused by that Englishman 
but not moved. But his boredom threw that passion o 
love* in the shadow and he instantly took his P^^ce Jor me 
beside that murderer Barnardine in Measure for Measure 
whose contempt for life equalled his contempt oi / 

so that he would not come out of his cell to I 

To be so drawn to those two was proof that I had indeed 

changed. 

And now the second incident. 

My father-in-law, old Almstadt, came down vsnth a baa 
cold, and Iva, knowing how inept her mother is, asked me 

to go there and help out. 

The Almstadts live on the Northwest Side, a dreary hour s 
ride on the El. I found the house in great disorder. Mrs 
Almstadt was trying to make the beds, cook, atten er 
husband, and answer the telephone all at the same time. 
The telephone was never idle for more than five minutes. 
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Her friends kept calling, and to each she repeated the full 
story of her troubles. I have always disliked my mother-in- 
law. She is a short, fair, rather maidenish woman. Her nat- 
ural colour, when visible, is healthy. Her eyes are large, and 
they wear a knowing look, but since there is nothing to be 
knowing about they only convey her foolishness. She pow- 
ders herself thickly, and her lips are painted in the shape 
that has become the universal device of sensuality for all 
women, from the barely mature to the very old. Mrs Alm- 
stadt, nearing fifty, is already quite wrinkled, much to her 
concern, and she is forever on the watch for new packs 
and face lotions. 

When I came in, she was busy talking over the telephone 
to someone, and I went to my father-in-law’s room. He was 
lying with his knees drawn up and his shoulders raised, so 
that his head seemed joined without a neck directly to his 
body. Through an opening in his pyjamas his flesh showed 
white and fatty under greying hair. He looked unfamiliar 
in the high-buttoned tunic with the crest on the pocket, 
and a little ludicrous. This was Mrs Almstadt’s doing. She 
bought his clothes, and she had dressed him for bed like a 
mandarin or a Romanoff prince. His broad knuckles were 
joined on the silken quilt. He greeted me with a not wholly 
ungrudged smile, and also as though it might be considered 
unmanly or unfatherly to fall sick. At the same time, how- 
ever. he tried to make it plain that he could afford to spend 
a few days in bed: he was far enough ahead of the game; 
the business (this he told me with conflicting nonchalance 
and defiance) was in good hands. 

The phone rang again, and Mrs Almstadt once more 
began to tell her story to one of her innumerable connex- 
ions (who knows who they are ?). Her husband had come 
down yesterday, and they had had the doctor in, and the 
doctor had said there was a regular epidemic of grippe this 
winter. She was worn out, just worn out. trying to keep 
house and take care of Mr Almstadt. You couldn’t leave a 
sick person alone . . . and what could you do without a 
maid ? Her words showered down upon us like little glass 
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pellets. Old Almstadt gave no indication that he heard, a 
times he seemed automatically deaf to her. But, of course 
it was impossible not to hear her; she has a high, atonal 

voice which penetrates everywhere. And what be- 

came curious to know was whether he was unaffected o 
whether she was a nuisance to him. In the five years that 1 
had been his son-in-law 1 had heard neither cnticisrn nor 
defence of her from him, save on two occasions when h 

said ‘Katy’s still a child; she never grew up.’ 

Before 1 was aware of it 1 was saying, ‘ How did you 
ever manage to stick it out so long, Mr Almstadt ? 

‘Stickout? What?’ he said. 

‘With her,’ I plunged on. ‘It would get me, I kn 


would.’ , , , j 

‘What are you talking about ?’ the old man asked per- 

plexed and anVy. ■ suppose he thought » dtshonourable o 

allow anyone to say such things to his face. But 1 could 

not help myself. It seemed, at the moment, not an error 

but a very natural inquiry. 1 was suddenly in a state of 

mind that required directness for its 

else would do. ‘I don’t know what you mean, what ar 


you talking about ?’ he said again. 

‘Well, listen to her.’ 

‘Oh,’ he said, 'you mean the telephone. 

‘Yes, the telephone.’ 

He appeared somewhat relieved. ‘I dont pay any atten- 
tion to it. All women are talkers. Maybe Katy^ talks more 
than most, but you got to allow for that. She . . . 


‘Never grew Up ?’ I said. 

I doubt that this was what he intended to say, but since 
the phrase was his he could not dissent. With ips g y 

drawn together, he nodded. ‘Yes, that s 
just turn out different than others. Everybo y isn * 

He spoke stiffly; he was still angry. He had to ma e 
ances for me, too, once in a while. My behaviour 
always what it should be, he thus, indirectly, gave m 
understand. His colour had thickened furious y, it was 
to recede. Harsh and red his face shone under the ran 
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brass fixtures whose light had a singular hue like tea. Was 
he deliberately covering up an opinion which, it must be 
conceded, he had every right to hold privately, or did he ] 
believe what he said ? The latter was the more likely ex- ! 
planation. Babble, tedium, and all the rest were to be ex- I 
pected; they came with every marriage. There was still 
another possibility to consider, and that was that he was 
not resigned and that he did not ignore her as he pretended 
but - and there was every likelihood that he was unaware 
of this - heard and delighted in her, wanted her slovenly, 
garrulous, foolish, and coy, took pleasure in enduring her. 
His face, as we looked at each other, took on a doglike 
aspect. I was perturbed, and rebuked my imagination. 

The doctor had left a prescription which the old man 
asked me to take to the drugstore. As 1 went out 1 heard 
Mrs Almstadt saying, ‘My Iva's husband Joseph is here to 
lend a hand. He isn’t working now, he’s waiting for the 
Army, so he has all the time in the world.’ 1 started and 
turned, full of indignation, but she, pressing the black, 
kidney-shaped instrument to her cheek, smiled at me all 
oblivious. I wondered whether it was possible that she 
should not have said it intentionally, that she should be 
blameless; whether her thoughts were as smooth and con- 
tentless as counters or blank dominoes; whether she was 
half guile and half innocence; or whether there worked 
through her a malice she herself knew nothing about. 

There was a sharp wind outside: the sun, low and raw 
in a field of coarse clouds, ruddied the bricks and >\indows. 
The street had been blown dry (it had rained the day be- 
fore), and it presented itself in one of its winter aspects, 
creased and with thin sidelocks of snow, all but deserted. 

A block-long gap lay between me and the nearest walker — 
out on some unfathomable business — a man in a long, 
soldierly coat which the sun had converted to its o^vn 
colour. And then the pharmacy where I waited, sipping a 
cup of coffee under the crepc-paper lattice till my parcel, 
wrapped in green Christmas paper, was handed to me. 

As 1 was going back, an exhibit in a barbershop attracted 
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me: * Fancy articles from kitchen odds and ends by Mrs 
]. Kowalski 3538 Tierce Avenue: And there were laid out 

mosaic pictures, bits of matchstick on mats of leaf 
cigar butts, ash-trays cut from tin cans and shellacked 
grapefruit rind, a braided cellophane belt, a letter opener 
inlaid with bits of glass, and two hand-painted religious 
pictures. In its glass case the striped pole turned smoothly, 
the Lucky Tiger watched from a thicket of bottles, the 
barber read a magazine. Turning with my parcel, 1 went on 
and, through the grey pillars and the ungainly door which 
clanked on the mailboxes, entered the sad cavern of the 

hall. ^ , 

Upstairs, 1 worked energetically on the old man. 1 nad 

Mrs Almstadt make a pitcher of orange juice, dosed him 

with the medicine, and rubbed him down with alcohol. 

He grunted with pleasure during the massage and said tlmt 

1 was stronger than I looked. We were on better terms by 

this time. But I would not be drawn into a conversation. 

If 1 kept silent, I could not make another mistake. If I began 

to talk I would soon find myself explaining my position 

and defending my idleness. Old Almstadt did not bring up 

the subject. My own father, 1 must say, treats me less 

considerately in that respect. He would have asked me, 

but Almstadt said nothing about it. 

1 rolled down my sleeves and was preparing to go when 
my mother-in-law reminded me that she had poured a glass 
of orange juice for me in the kitchen. That was not lunch, 
but it was better than nothing. I went to get it and found 
on the kitchen sink a half-cleaned chicken, its yellow claws 
rigid, its head bent as though to examine its entrails which 
ravelled over the sopping draining board and splattered 
the enamel with blood. Beside it stood the orange juice, 
a brown feather floating in it. I poured it down the dram. 
Wearing my hat and scarf, I wandered to the living-room 
where I had left my coat. Mr and Mrs Almstadt were con- 
versing in the bedroom. I looked out of the window. 

The sun had been covered up; snow was beginning to 
fall. It was sprinkled over the black pores of the gravel 
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and was lying in thin slips on the slanting roofs. I could 
see a long way from this third-floor height. Not far off there 
were chimneys, their smoke a lighter grey than the grey of ' 
the sky; and, straight before me, ranges of poor dwellings, ! 
warehouses, billboards, culverts, electric signs blankly burn- 
ing, parked cars and moving cars, and the occasional bare 
plan of a tree. These I surveyed, pressing my forehead on 
the glass. It was my painful obligation to look and to sub- 
mit to myself the invariable question : Where was there 
a particle of what, elsewhere, or in the past, had spoken 
in man’s favour ? There could be no doubt that these bill- 
boards, streets, tracks, houses, ugly and blind, were related 
to interior life. And yet, I told myself, there had to be a 
doubt. There were human lives organized around these 
ways and houses, and that they, the houses, say, were the 
analogue, that what men created they also were, through 
some transcendent means, I could not bring myself to con- 
cede. There must be a difference, a quality that eluded me, 
somehow, a difference between things and persons and 
and even between acts and persons. Otherwise the people 
who lived here were actually a reflection of the things they 
lived among. I had always striven to avoid blaming them. 
Was that not in effect behind my daily reading of the 
paper ? In their businesses and politics, their taverns, 
movies, assaults, divorces, murders, I tried continually to 
find clear signs of their common humanity. 

It was undeniably to my interest to do this. Because I 
was involved with them; because, whether I liked it or not, 
they were my generation, my society, my world. We were 
figures in the same plot, eternally fixed together. I was 
aware, also, that their existence, just as it was. made mine 
possible. And if. as was often said, this part of the century 
was approaching the nether curve in a cycle, then 1, loo. 
would remain on the bottom and there, extinct, merely 
add my body, my life, to the base of a coming time. This 
would probably be a condemned age. But ... it might be a 
mistake to think of it in that way. Mists faded and spread 
and faded on the pane as I breathed. Perhaps a mistake. And 
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when I thought of the condemned ages and those unname^ 
lying in their obscurity, I wondered. . . . How did we know 
how it was? In all principal ways the human spirit inust 

have been the same. Good apparently left 

we were coming to know that we had misjudged whole 

epochs. Besides the giants of the last century had to 

Liverpools and Londons, their Lilies and Hamburgs to com 

tend against, as we have our Chicagos and Detroi^- And 

there might be a chance that I was misled, even ^^h the^e 

ruins before my eyes, sodden, themselves the colour of the 

fateful paper that I read daily. ... The worlds we soug 

were never those we saw; the worlds we bargained for 

were never the worlds we got. ^ ^ 

1 have spoken of an ‘invariable question But ^e f ac 
is that it had for many months been not in the '^ast mv 
able. These were things I would have thought last wnter 
and now, in their troubled density, they served only to 
remind me of the sort of person I had ^een. For a long 

time ‘common humanity’ and ‘bring ° 

had been completely absent from my mind. And all at once 

I saw how I had lapsed from that older self to whom they 
had been so natural. 


i8 December 


For legal purposes, I am that older self, and if 
of my identity were to arise I could do nothing but p 
to my attributes of yesterday. I have not tried to bn g 
myself up to date, either from indifference or from fear 

Very little about the Joseph of a year ago 

cannot help laughing at him, at some of his traits an 


Joseph, aged twenty-seven, an employee 
American Travel Bureau, a tall, already slight^ flabby bu . 
nevertheless, handsome young man, a gra ua e o 
University of Wisconsin - major. History " j 

years, amiable, generally takes himself to be w 


21 


But on close examination he proves to be somewhat pecu- 
liar. 

Peculiar ? In what way ? Well, to begin with, there is 
something about his appearance, something wrong. His is 
a long, straight-nosed, firm face. He wears a little mous- 
tache. which makes him look older than he really is. His 
eyes are dark and full, rather too full, a little prominent, 
in fact. His hair is black. He does not have what people call 
an ‘open’ look, but is restrained - at times, despite his 
amiability, forbidding. He is a person greatly concerned 
with keeping intact and free from encumbrance a sense of 
his own being, its importance. Yet he is not abnormally 
cold, nor is he egotistic. He keeps a tight hold because, as 
he himself explains, he is keenly intent on knowing what 
is happening to him. He wants to miss nothing. 

His wife does not remember him without a moustache, 
and he had just turned seventeen when they met. On his 
first visit to the Almstadts. he had smoked a cigar and 
talked loudly and fairly expertly (he was then a Com- 
munist) about the German Social Democracy and the slo- 
gan ‘United Front from Below’. Her father had taken him 
for twenty-five and had angrily ordered her not to invite 
grown men to the house. It amuses Mr Almstadt to tell 
this story, now a family joke. He says: ‘I thought he was 
going to carry her away to Russia.' 

To turn now to Joseph’s dress (1 am wearing his cast-off 
clothes), it adds to his appearance of maturity. His suits are 
dark and conservative. His shoes, it is true, are pointed and 
rather dandyish, but that is possibly intended as a counter- 
balance. A broader toe would give you a man in his middle 
thirties. As he is in most things, Joseph is conscious of a 
motive in his choice of clothes. It is his answer to those 
whose defiant principles it is to dress badly, to whom a 
crumpled suit is a badge of freedom. He wants to avoid the 
small conflicts of nonconformity so that he can gi\^ all his 
attention to defending his inner differences, the ones that 
really matter. Furthermore, he takes a sad or negative satis- 
faction in wearing what he calls 'the uniform of the times'. 
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In short, the less noteworthy the better, for his purposes. 

All the same, he manages to stand out. c , u • 

In things of this sort his friends sometimes find him 

ridiculous. And, yes, he says, he admits he is on ‘the funny 
side- in many ways. But that can’t be helped. The appear- 
ance and behaviour of reflective men is seldoin comparable 

to that of the less reflective, who unhesitatingly entrust all 

they stand for to their looks and gestures. What he is trying 
to do is not easy, and it is not unlikely that the more he 
succeeds, the more odd he may seem. Besides, he says, there 
is an element of the comic or fantastic m everyone. You 

can never bring that altogether under control. 

‘An element of the comic or fantastic . . . such phrases 
have a queer ring; and people who have begun by taking 
him for a clerk at Inter-American, a fairly nice chap, begin 
to look at him with changed eyes. But even his oldest 
friends, those who like John Pearl and Morris Abt have been 
close to him since boyhood, often find it hard to make him 
out. And, despite his anxiety to be understood, he cannot 


always help them. , ^ 

Joseph, since leaving school, has not stopped thinking 

of himself as a scholar, and he surrounds himself with 
books. Before he interested himself in the Enlightenment 
he made a study of the early ascetics and, earlier, o oman 
ticism and the child prodigy. Of course, he has to earn his 
living, but he tries to strike a balance between what he 
wants and what he is compelled to do, between the neces- 
sity and the wish. A compromise exists, but then ^ 
abound in such compromises. He is proud of the s i 
which he manages both sides and - albeit somewhat mis- 
takenly - likes to refer to himself as a Machiavellian. He 
keeps his roles successfully distinct and even goes 
his way to be an excellent employee, simply to prove a 

'visionaries* can be hardheaded. 

Everyone admits, however, that Joseph has a close grasp 

on himself, that he knows what he wants and how to go 

about getting it. In the last seven or eight years ^ 

worked everything out in accordance with a genera p an. 
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Into this plan have gone his friends, his family, and his 
wdfe. He has taken a great deal of trouble with his wife, 
urging her to read books of his choosing, teaching her to 
admire what he believes admirable. To what degree he 

has succeeded he does not know. 

It should not be thought that Joseph, when he speaks 
of the ‘less reflective* or of his ‘element of the comic*, is 
being harsh. He is not severe towards the world. He calls 
himself a sworn upholder of tout comprendre' c'est tout 
pardonner. Theories of a wholly good or a wholly malevo- 
lent world strike him as foolish. Of those who believe in a 
wholly good world he says that they do not understand 
depravity. As for pessimists, the question he asks of them 
is, ‘Is that all they see, such people ?* For him, the world 
is both, and therefore it is neither. Merely to make a judge- 
ment of that kind is, to representatives of either position, a 
satisfaction. Whereas, to him, judgement is second to won- 
der, to speculation on men, drugged and clear, jealous, 
ambitious, good, tempted, curious, each in his own time 
and with his customs and motives, and bearing the imprint 
of strangeness in the world. In a sense, everything is good 
because it exists. Or, good or not good, it exists, it is ineff- 


able, and, for that reason, marvellous. 

But for all that, Joseph suffers from a feeling of strange- 
ness, of not quite belonging to the world, of lying under 
a cloud and looking up at it. Now, he says, all human 
beings share this to some extent. The child feels that his 
parents are pretenders; his real father is elsewhere and 
will some day come to claim him. And for others the real 
world is not here at all and what is at hand is spurious 
and copied. Joseph’s feeling of strangeness sometimes takes 
the form almost of a conspiracy: not a conspiracy of evil, 
but one which contains the diversified splendours, the shifts, 
excitements, and also the common, neutral matter of an 
existence. Living from day to day under the shadow of such 
a conspiracy is trying. If it makes for wonder, it makes 
even more for uneasiness, and one clings to the nearest 
passers-by, to brothers, parents, friends, and wives. 





20 December 


Preparations for the holiday. I went out yesterday to do 
some shopping for Iva. Downtown there were Jed ringers 
on every corner, in beards of soiled cotton 

Claus costumes. For love of the poor, for e y. 

clang-clanging away in the din. Immense wreaths were 

mounted on buildings in the green, menacing air; tho 
sands upon thousands of shoppers ground through the 
stores and the streets under the smoky red facades and 
the amplified roar of carols. The holly bemes flawed on the 
tarred poles in thick drops. The jukeboxes m the_ taverns 
were playing ‘I’m Dreaming of a White Christmas Every- 
one prays for snow, and the thought of ram or sleet bring 

t 

^ Vanaker is restless these days. He keeps moving the f urni- 
ture around his room. Marie complains more t an 
By changing the position of the bed he makes it hard for 
her to clean the room. The door is blocked She doesn t like 

to go in anyway. He doesn’t keep himself 

Instead of sending his linen to the laundry, he airs i a 

window. He hangs up his underwear at night and 

take it down in the morning. Mrs Briggs tells 

engaged to marry a lady of sixty who insists that he be 

converted to the Catholic faith and that he goes every 
evening to the church of St Thomas the Apostle or in oc 

trination. At the same time, I notice that 

quantities of mail from the Masonic Scottish Rite. It may 

be this conflict of principle that drives him to get up a wo 

in the morning to change the position of his bed. 

We have two invitations to Christmas dinner, one from 
the Almstadts and another from my brother Amos, am 
for refusing both. 


22 December 

An unusual explosion of temper this afternoon, when I 
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was with Myron Adler. I believed unaccountably, greatly 
surprising myself and, of course, bewildering Myron alto- 
gether. He had phoned me about a temporary job which 
would consist of asking people questions for a poll he is 
conducting. 1 hurried down to meet him at the Arrow for 
lunch. 1 arrived first, took a table towards the back, and 
immediately fell victim to depression. I had not visited the 
Arrow for a number of years. It was at one time a hangout 
for earnest eccentrics where, at almost any hour of the 
afternoon or evening, you could hear discussions of social- 
ism, psychopathology, or the fate of European Man. It was 
I who had suggested that wc eat there; for some reason 
it had been the first place that came to my mind. Now it 
depressed me. Then, as 1 looked around at the steam tables 
and the posters of foundering ships and faces of Japanese. 

I suddenly saw Jimmy Burns sitting at a table with a man 
1 did not know. Since the days when we had been Comrade 
Joe and Comrade Jim, we had seen each other no more than 
two. perhaps three, times. He looked changed; his forehead 
had grown higher and his expression more severe. I nodded 
to him. but got no recognition for my pains; he looked 
through me in the way which is, I suppose, official pres- 
cribed for 'renegades’. 

When Myron came in a few minutes later and started 
at once to talk about the job, 1 said impatiently, 'Wait a 
second, now. Just hold on.’ 

'What's the matter ? ’ 

‘Something very special,’ I said. 'Wait till 1 tell you. 
You sec that man in the brown suit over there? That's 
Jimmy Burns. Ten years ago I was pri\dlegcd to call him 
Comrade Jimmy.’ 

'Well V said Myron. 

‘I said hello to him, and he acted as if I simply wasn’t 
there.’ 

‘What of it ? ’ said Myron. 

‘Docs that seem natural? I was once a close friend.’ 

‘Well ? ' said Myron. 

‘Stop saying that, will you !’ I said in exasperation. 
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‘I mean, do yon want him to throw his arms around 
you ?’ asked Myron. 

‘You don’t get the point. I despise him.’ 

‘Then I don’t get the point. 1 confess I don’t get it.' 

‘No. Listen. He has no business ignoring me. This is 
always happening to me. You don t understand it because 
you're a person of no political experience. But I know what 
this means, and I’m going to go up to him and say hello 
whether he likes it or not.’ 

‘Don’t be a fool. What do you want to make trouble 
for ?’ said Myron. 

‘Because I feel like making trouble. Does he know me 
or doesn’t he ? He knows me perfectly well.’ I was growing 
angrier by the minute. T’m surprised that you shouldn’t 

be able to see it.’ 

‘I came here to talk to you about a job, not to see you 
throw a fit,’ he said. 

‘Oh, a fit. Do you think I care about him ? It’s the prin- 
ciple of the thing. It seems to escape you. Simply because 
1 am no longer a member of their party they have instructed 
him and boobs like him not to talk to me. Don’.t you see 

what’s involved ?’ 

‘No,’ Myron said carelessly. 

‘I’ll tell you what’s involved. I have a right to be spoken 
to. It’s the most elementary thing in the world. Simply 

that. I insist on it.’ 

‘Oh, Joseph,* said Myron. 

‘No, really, listen to me. Forbid one man to talk to an- 
other, forbid him to communicate with someone else, and 
you’ve forbidden him to think, because, as a great many 
writers will tell you, thought is a kind of communication. 
And his party doesn’t want him to think, but to follow its 
discipline. So there you are. Because it’s supposed to be 
a revolutionary party. That’s what’s offending me. When a 
man obeys an order like that he’s helping to abolish freedom 
and begin tyranny.’ 

‘Come, come; said Myron. ‘You’re making too much 
fuss over it.’ 
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M should be making twice as much fuss,’ I said. *!t’s very 
important.’ 

’but you've been through wdth them for years, haven't 
you V Myron asked. ‘Do you mean to say you've just dis- 
covered this now V 

*I haven't forgotten, that's all. You see. I thought those 
people were different. I haven't forgotten that 1 believed 
they were devoted to the service of some grand flapdoodle, 
the Race, le c/enre humti/n. Oh. yes, they were ! By the time 
I got out, I realized that any hospital nurse did more with 
one bedpan for le yenre humain than they did with their 
entire organization. It's odd to think that there w'as a time 
when to hear that would have filled me with horror. What ? 
Reformism 

'I've heard of that,’ said Myron. 

*1 should think so. Reformism! A terrible thing. About 
a month after we parted company. 1 sat down and wrote 
Jane Addams a letter of apology. She was still alive.' 

' Did you ?’ he said, looking at me curiously. 

*1 never mailed it,' 1 said. 'Maybe 1 should have. Don’t 
you believe me ?’ 

‘Why shouldn’t I ?’ 

‘I changed my mind about redoing the W'orld from top 
to bottom h la Karl Marx and decided in favour of bandag- 
ing a few sores at a time. Of course, that was temporary, 
too. . . , ’ 

‘Was it ?’ he said, 

‘Oh, for heaven’s sake! You know' that, Mike,’ I said 
loudly. 

The man w'ho was sitting with Burns turned around, 
but the latter still pretended not to see me. 'That's right,* 

1 said. 'Look the other w'ay. Go on. That boy is mad, M\Ton. 
He’s never been sane. Everything has changed, he’s been 
left far behind, but he thinks it's as it used to be. He still 
wears that proletarian bang on his earnest forehead and 
dreams of becoming an American Rc^bespierre. The rest 
have compromised themselves to the ears, but he still be- 
lieves in the revolution. Blood will run, the power will 
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change hands, and then the state will wither away accord- 
ing to the in-ex-or-able logic of history. I’d gamble my shirt 
on it. 1 know his mind. Let me tell you something about 
him. Do you know what he used to have in his room . I 
went up with him one day, and there was a large-scale map 
of the city, with pins in it. So I said, “What’s this for, jim . 
And then - 1 swear this is true - he started to explain that 
he was preparing a guide for street-fighting, the day of the 
insurrection. He had all the critical streets marked m code 
for cellars and roofs, the paving material, the number of 
news-stands at each corner that could be thrown into barri- 
cades (the Parisian kiosks, you remember). Even abandoned 
sewers for hiding arms. He traced them through City Hall 
records. At that time 1 didn’t know how crazy it was. The 
things we used to accept as natural -why, it’s unbelievable ! 
And he’s still in that. I’ll bet he still has the map. He’s an 
addict. They’re all addicted people, Mike. Hey, Burns! 

Hey I ’ 1 called out. , 

‘Shut up, Joseph ! For God’s sake. What are you doing? 

Everybody’s looking at you.’ 

Burns glanced briefly in my direction and then resumed 
his conversation with the other man, who, however, turned 

again to examine me. 

‘What do you know about that ! Burns won t give me a 
tumble. I can’t arouse him. I’m just gone. Like that. I 
snapped my fingers. ‘I’m a contemptible petty-bourgeois 
renegade; could anything be worse? That idiot! Hey, ad- 
dict !’ I shouted. 

‘Have you gone mad? Come on.* Myron pushed back 
the table. ‘I’m going to get you out of here before you 
start a fight. I think you would start a fight. Where’s your 
coat, which is it ? Why, you’re a madman ! Come back 
here !* But I was already out of his reach. I halted squarely 

before Burns. 

‘I said hello to you before, didn’t you notice ?* 

He made no reply. 

‘Don’t you know me ? It seems to me that I know you 
very well. Answer me, don’t you know who I am ? 
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‘Yes, I know you/ Bums said in a low voice. 

‘That's what I wanted to hear/ I said. ‘I just wanted 
to be sure. I’m coming, Myron/ 1 pulled my arm away from 
him, and we strode out. 

I was aware that this had made a bad impression on 
Myron, but cared to do little to rectify it beyond explain- 
ing in a few short words that I had not been myself lately. 
But I did not say this until we had come to our second 
course in another restaurant. I became very quiet. I did 
not, and still do not, know where this outbreak came from. 

I suspect that it originated in sheer dishevelmcnt of mind. 
But how could 1 explain this to Myron without becoming 
entangled in a long description of the state I was in and 
its causes.^ ! would make him squirm and I myself would 
squander my feelings in self-pity. 

VVe talked about the job, and he promised to recom- 
mend me to his superiors. He hoped, he said (he had 
sounded more positive on the phone), that 1 would get it. 
Myron likes me. 1 know^ he docs. But he has worked hard to 
reach his present position and. realist that he is. it cannot 
have taken him long to decide that he could not afford to 
be responsible for me. I might prove unreliable, raise a cry 
about 'the principle of the thing’, and with one quirk or 
impulse, undo him. 1 could not blame him after what had 
just happened. 

But still, I could not condemn ni\sclf altogether for it. 
It was wrong to make a scene but. after all, it was not so 
wrong to be indignant at Burns. To have invented a letter 
to Jane Adciams was. however, clearly wrong. Why on 
earth had I done that 1 had a point to make, yes; but 1 
should have thought of a better way. F-or a moment, in 
the interest of elementary honesty. I thought of confess- 
ing. liut if I told him that and no more (and I did not want 
to say more), he would become even more confused and 
distrustful. And why bother 

And so I said, as we were about to separate. ‘Mike, if 
you have anyeme else in mind for that job. fee! free to 
suggest him. I can t tell how long I’ll be around. They may 
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notify me any day, and then I’d be forced to walk out in 
the middle of things. That wouldn’t do. But thanks for 

thinking of me. . . .* 

'Oh, now, Joseph, look ' 

‘Never mind, Mike. And I really do mean that. 

*ril put your name up. And, Joseph, we ought to get 
together. I want to talk to you. One of these days.' 

‘Well, all right. But the fact is, I’m not fit company. 1 m 
all up in the air. And forget about the job.’ And I walked 
away quickly, certain that I had lifted a burden from him 
and, by so doing, had acquitted myself decently. 

Later, thinking these incidents over, I felt less inclined 
to shoulder all the blame. It seemed to me that Myron might 
have been somewhat less worried about the spectacle 
I had made of myself and the attention I had drawn to 
him and more concerned about the cause of my outburst. 
If he had thought about it. he would have seen that there 
were reasons for my behaviour, reasons that might well 
prove disquieting to a friend. And, moreover, he might have 
found that what I was driving at was not without impor- 
tance. For the insolence of Bums figured the whole be- 
trayal of an undertaking to which I had once devoted my- 
self, and my chagrin — though it seemed to find its object 
in Bums - was actually aimed at those who had perverted 

it. 

But then, I may be expecting too much from Myron. He 
has the pride of what he has become : a successful young 
man, comfortable, respected, safe for the present from 
those craters of the spirit which I have lately looked into. 
Worst of all, Myron has learned, like so many others, to 
prize convenience. He has learned to be accommodating. 
That is not a private vice; it has ramified consequences - 

terrible ones. 

For months I have been angry with my friends. I have 
thought of them as ‘failing’ me. Since the Servatius party, 
last March. I have been brooding over this failure. I have 
made it look like a major catastrophe, whereas it was nothing 
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of the sort, and have made an obsessiona! grievance of 
betrayal where, in fact, only my short-sightedness was at 
fault - that and the inflationary, grandiose, tasteless atti- 
tudes I dissociate myself from by pinning them on Joseph. 
In reality, the Servatius party merely forced on my atten- 
tion certain defects in the people around me which, if I had 
been as astute as I should have been. I would have recog- 
nized long before, and of which I think I must have been 
partly aware ail the time. 

Partly. 1 say. And here I feel it necessary to revive 
Joseph, that creature of plans. He had asked himself a 
question I still would like answered, namely. ‘How should 
a good man live; what ought he to do Hence the plans. 
Unfortunately, most of them were foolish. Also, they led 
him to be untrue to himself. Pic made mistakes of the sort 
people make who sec things as they wish to see them or, 
for the sake of their plans, must see them. There might 
be some justice in the view that man was born the slayer 
of his father and of his brother, full of instinctive bloody 
rages, licentious and unruly from his earliest days, an 
animal who had to be tamed. But. he protested, he could 
find in himself no such history of hate overcome. He could 
not. He believed in his own mildness, believed in it piously. 
He allowed this belief to interfere with his natural shrewd- 
ness and did both himself and his friends a disservice. 
They could not give him what he wanted. 

What he wanted was a ‘colony of the spirit*, or a group 
whose covenants forbade spite, bloodiness, and cruelty. To 
hack, to tear, to murder was for those in whom the sense of 
the temporariness of life had shrunk. The world was crude 
and it was dangerous and, if no measures were taken, 
existence could indeed become — in Hobbes's phrase, which 
had long ago lodged in Joseph’s mind - ‘nasty, brutish, and 
short , It need not become so it a number of others would 
combine to defend themselves against danger and cruditw 
Ik' thought he had found those others, hut even before 
the Servatius part)' he (or rather \) had begun to have 
misgivings about the progress that was being made. 1 was 
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beginning to see that a difficult plan or prograname like 
mine had to take into account all that was natural, includ- 
ing corruptness. 1 had to be faithful to the facts, and 

corruptness was one of them. 

But the party shocked me. . . , r 

1 did not want to go. It was Iva who insisted, out of 

loyalty to Minna Servatius and because she knew what it 
was to be a disappointed hostess. It was a long time since a 
party, any party, had given me pleasure. 1 liked nothing 
better than to see my friends singly or in pairs, but when 
they came together in a large group they disheartened me. 
You knew what to expect beforehand. If there were jokes, 
you knew how they would be told; if there were exhibi- 
tions, you knew who would make them and who would be 
hurt or shamed or gratified by them. You knew what Still- 
man would do, you knew what George Hayza would do, 
you knew that Abt would make fun of everyone and that 
Minna would have difficulties with her husband. You knew 
there was bound to be mischief, distortion, and strain, and 
yet you went. And why ? Because Minna had prepared a 
party; because your friends were going to be there. And 
they were coming because you were going to be there, and 

on no account must anyone be let down. 

When the heat and stridency of the party burst upon us 
through the open door, I began to regret that I had not 
been more firm in refusing, this once. Minna met us m the 
entry hall. She was wearing a black diess with a hig , 
silver-trimmed collar; her legs were bare, and she had on 
high-heeled, red sandals. It was not immediately apparent 
how drunk she was. She appeared, at first, self-possessed 
and grave; her face was white, her forehead full of creases. 
Then we noticed how she was perspiring and how unsteady 
her eyes were. She looked first at Iva and then at me, say- 
ing nothing. We did not know what to expect. Then, with 
alarming suddenness, she cried, ‘Sound the gong; they re 
here.’ 

‘Who r said Jack Brill, putting his head out of the door. 

‘Joseph and Iva. Always last to show up. They come 


when everybody’s high so they can stand around and watch 
us make fools of ourselves.’ 

‘It’s my fault/ Iva murmured. We were both taken 


aback by Minna’s outcry. *1 have such a cold, and . . , ' 

‘ Darling,’ said Minna. ' 1 was only joking. Come in.’ 

She led us into the living-room. There, both doors of 
the phonograph were open, but the guests talked: no one 
seemed to listen to the music. And here was the scene, pre- 
dictable to the last detail, hours, days, weeks before - the 
light furniture in the popular Swedish style, the brown 
carpet, the Chagall and Gris prints, the vines trailing from 
the mantelpiece, the bowl of Cohasset punch. Minna had 
invited a number of ‘strangers - ’ acquaintances, that is, 
who did not belong to the inner circle. There was a young 
woman to whom I had once been introduced, I remem- 
bered her because of her downy, slightly protuberant lip. 
She was cjuite pretty, however. Her name escaped me. Did 
she work in Minna’s office ? Was she married to the fat man 
in the steel-rimmed glasses Had I also met him ? 1 would 
never know. And in this noise 1 could not help being indif- 
ferent about it. So it was with these strangers. Some, like 
Jack Brill, you came to know well, in time. The others 


remained grouped together indistinctly and were recalled, 
if the need arose, as 'that fellow with the glasses’ or ‘that 
pasty-looking couple’. 

One by one, the friends came forward - Abt. George 
Hayva, Myron. Robbie Stillman. They were the centre of 
the party; they performed. The others looked on. and who 
could tell whether they were amused or resentful at their 
exclusion, or even if they were aware of being excluded ? 
The party went on around them. If thev were aw'are of 
what was happening, they made the best of it. 

And so did you. ^ our first lour of the room done, you 
moved aside with a glass and a cigarette. You sat - if you 
could find a plate — and watched the performers and the 
dancers. You heard Robbie Stillman tell a story he had 
told any number of times about the mishapxs of a stuttering 
girl, or about a hobo with a new portable radio he had met 



one day on the steps of the Aquarium. You did not like 
him less for telling it. You felt, somehow, that he, too, was 
forced to endure it, that he began unwillingly and was 
under a compulsion to finish what no one wanted to hear 

finished. You could not blame him. 

Minna went around the living-room from group to group, 
unsteadily, as if in danger of falling from her high heels. 

Finally she stopped before George Hayza. We heard 
them arguing. It turned out that she wanted him to record 
on the machine a poem he had made popular years ago 
when he had played at being a surrealist. To his credit, he 
refused. That is, he tried to refuse, reddening and smiling 
anxiously. He wanted to live it down. Everybody was tired 
of it, he most of all. Others came to his support. Abt said, 
with an edge of impatience in his voice, that George ought 
to be allowed to judge whether or not he should recite it. 
And since everyone had heard it - a dozen times . . . 

‘Everyone has not heard it,’ said Minna. ‘Besides, I want 
to make a record of it. It’s clever.’ 

‘It used to be considered clever.’ 

‘It still is. It’s very clever.’ 

Abt gave up the argument, for a sense of a special situa- 
tion was arising. Abt had once been engaged to Minna, but, 
for reasons none of us knew, she had suddenly decided to 
marry Harry Servatius. There was, therefore, a complex 
history of injured feelings between Abt and Minna, and, 
in a gathering atmosphere of embarrassment, Abt withdrew, 
and Minna had her way. The poem was recorded. George’s 
voice came out strangely high and unsteady. 

‘I am alone 

And eat my hair as a calendar of regrets — ' 

George, with a grimace of apology, backed away from the 
phonograph. Only Minna was satisfied; she played the 
record again. 

‘What’s wrong tonight V I asked Myron. 

‘Oh — it’s Harry, I guess. He’s in the study with Gilda 
Hillman. They’ve been there all evening. Talking.’ 
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‘Joseph/ said Iva from her chair near by, ‘will you get 
me some more ?' She held out her glass. 

‘Iva/ said Jack Brill, with a warning laugh. ‘Go slow/ 

‘With what ? The punch V 

‘It tastes mild, but it isn’t mild at all/ 

‘Maybe you shouldn’t drink any more of it/ I said, ‘since 
you’re not feeling well.’ 

‘I don’t know why I’m so thirsty. I haven’t eaten any- 
thing salty.’ 

‘I’ll bring you some water if you like.’ 

‘Water.’ She drew back the glass contemptuously. 

‘1 wish you wouldn’t drink tonight. It’s a strong punch/ 

I said. My tone was unmistakable. 1 did not mean to be dis- 
obeyed. Yet a little later 1 saw her at the bowl and frowned 
at the quick motion with which she raised her arm and 
drank. I was irritated enough to consider, for a moment, 
striding up and snatching the glass away. 

Instead I started a conversation with Abt on the first sub- 
ject that came to hand, the war in Libya. We wandered into 
the kitchen, talking. 

Abt is one of my oldest and best friends. I have always 
been much attached to him and have valued him perhaps 
more than he has valued me. That does not make much 
difference; he certainly has great affection for me. and 
some respect. At college we roomed together for a while. 
We were temporarily estranged because of a political mat- 
ter. When we returned to Chicago we resumed our friend- 
ship. and while he worked for his doctorate - until last 
June he was an instructor in political science - he prac- 
tically lived with us. 

‘We owe a lot to the Italians.* Abt was saving. ‘They 
have a sensible attitude towards the war. They\vant to go 
home. And that isn t our only indcbtedne 5 ;s. Capitalism 
never made them the victims of addition and subtraction. 
They remained a thoughtful people.’ (He spoke slowly, so 
that I knew he was improvising, an old habit of his.) ‘And 
they never became swashbucklers. They have better taste 
and less false pride than the heirs of Arminius. Of course, 
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that was an Italian mistake. Tacitus inflated the Ger- 

"'mv irritation with Iva faded. 1 found myself listening, 
amused, to his praise of the Italians. ‘So thafs our debt, 

I said, smiling. ‘ Do you think they’re going to save us 

‘They won’t do us any harm. It begins to look as though 
civilization may start its come-back from the Mediter- 
ranean, where it was born. 

‘Have you tried that on Dr Rood ?’ 

‘He’d take me seriously and try to steal the idea. 

Dr Arnold Rood, or Mary Baker Rood, as Abt like to 
call him, was the head of his department and a dean of the 

college. 

‘How is the old man ?* ... j 

‘Still oily, still the highest-paid Reader in the city, and 
just as ignorant as ever. 1 have become his favourite prob- 
lem in conversion and 1 have to see him twice a vveek to 
discuss Science and Health. Some fine afternoon 1 11 stick 
a knife into him and say, “Pray yourself out of that, you 
bastard.” That’s a vulgar refutation, like Johnson s kicking 
the stone to triumph over Berkeley. But 1 can t think of any 

other way to deal with him.’ 

1 laughed, and at the same moment another, shriller 
laugh, almost an outcry, came from the front of the house. 

I Stared down the hall. 

‘Minna,’ Abt said. 

‘I wish something could be done . . / It appalkd me 
to hear that cry and to recall the look on her face when she 
had greeted us in the entry hall. The party blared on in- 
side, and I began to think what a gathering of this sort 
meant. And it came to me all at once that the human pur- 
pose of these occasions had always been to free the charge 
of feeling in the pent heart; and that, as animals instinc- 
tively sought salt or lime, we, too, flew together at t is 
need as we had at Eleusis, with rites and dances, and at 
other high festivals and corroborees to witness pains an 
tortures, to give our scorn, hatred, and desire temporary 
liberty and play. Only we did these things without grace 
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or mystery, lacking the forms for them and, relying on 
drunkenness, assassinated the Gods in one another and 

shrieked in vengefulness and hurt. I frowned at this dread- 
ful picture. 

‘Oh, yes,’ said Abt, ‘she’s having a bad time.’ 

It reassured me to hear him say this; he felt as I did 
about it. 


'But she shouldn’t allow herself...’ Rapid footsteps 

came towards the kitchen. ‘There’s such a thing as . . .’ But 

again he did not finish. Minna came in accompanied by 
George. 

‘What’s snch a thing ?' Minna said. 

‘Was that you yelling ?’ said Abt. 

I wasn t yelling. Stand aside from the refrigerator. 
George and I have come for ice cubes. Say, what are you 
hiding in the kitchen for, an)'way ? There’s a party on. 
These two, she said to George, 'are always in a corner 
together. Him in his undertaker’s suit, and this one . . . with 
rings under his eyes. Like a couple of plotters.* She walked 

out unsteadily. George, with a set and disapproving face, 
carried the ice-filled bowl. 


‘Having a wonderful night, isn’t she?* said Abt. 

Is Harry drunk, too? What’s the matter with them ?* 
He may be a little soused. I think he knows what he’s 
doing, said Abt. But it s really not our business. , . 

‘I thought they were getting along.’ 

‘There’s trouble of some sort. But, ah ! * he made a grim- 
ace. ‘It’s very unlovely.’ 

‘It certainly is.* I said. 


‘I’ve had my share, too. tonight. That business of George’s 
damned poem.’ 


‘Oh, I know.’ 

‘I’m going to keep my nose clean.’ 

I felt increasingly disturbed. Abt looked and sounded 
exceptionally unhappy. Not that it was unusual for him to 
be unhappy; he was seldom othei-wise. But tonight there 
was a much larger degree of harshness in his customary 
mixture of levity and harshness. I had noticed that and, 



though I had laughed, I had also winced a little when he 
spoke of stabbing Dr Rood, 1 sighed. Of course he was still 
in love with Minna. Or would it be better to say that he 
had never recovered from his disappointment in her ? But 
there was more to it than that, I knew — a fundamental dis- 
content which would not yield its meaning to such easy 
formulations as 'love’ and ‘disappointment . Still more, I 
was disturbed at myself because I knew that at heart 1 
was tired of Abt’s unhappiness and of seeing him rise to it 
like a jaded but skilful boxer. I did not want to admit that. 

1 urged my sympathies to work for him. He was unhappy, 

after all, wasn’t he? 

We came back to the living-room. Iva was sitting beside 
Stillman on the piano bench. Servatius and Gilda Hillman 
had appeared at last; they were dancing. Her face was 
lowered against his chest; they hung together, moving 
slowly. 

‘Nice-looking couple, aren’t they?’ Minna said. She was 

standing behind us. We turned uneasily. 

‘Well, they are,’ she said. ‘Harry dances well. She’s not 
bad, either.’ We did not reply, ‘Oh, you’re a couple of fish.’ 
She started to walk away but thought better of it. You 
needn’t have such high opinions of yourselves. You re not 
the man Harry is, and you’re not, either.’ 

‘Minna,’ I said. 

‘Minna yourself !’ 

We turned from her. ‘She’s getting worse and worse, I 
said awkwardly. ‘We ought to leave.’ Abt answered noth- 

I told Iva that I was going to get her coat. ‘What for? 
she said. ‘I don’t want to go yet.' She regarded the matter 
as settled. She looked around calmly; she was mildly drunk. 

1 persisted. ‘It’s getting late.’ 

‘Oh, don’t break up the party,’ said Stillman. ‘Stay a 
while.’ 

Red-faced and smiling broadly. Jack Brill came up to 
us a few minutes later, saying, ‘Minna’s looking for you, 
Morris.’ 
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Tor me ? What does she want ?’ said Abt. 

‘Search me. But I’m pretty sure she’ll get it/ 

‘Morris ! ‘ 

‘Morris ! ‘ 

‘I told you. Here she comes/ said Brill. 

‘Morris/ said Minna, putting her hand on his shoulder, 
‘I want you to do something for the party. It’s got to be 
livened up. it’s going dead.’ 

‘I’m afraid I can’t help you,’ said Abt. 

‘Yes you can. I have a marvellous idea.* 

No one asked what this idea was. Jack Brill, after 

smiling at everyone’s discomfiture, said, ‘What’s your idea. 
Minna V 

‘Morris is going to hypnotize somebody.’ 

You re mistaken, said Abt. ‘I’ve given up amateur 

hypnotism. You'll have to ask someone else to liven 

up your party.’ He spoke coldly and without looking at 
her. 

‘It's not a good idea. Minna/ I put in. 

‘You’re wrong: it’s a wonderful idea. Keep out of this.’ 

Oh, drop it. Minna,’ said George Hayza. 'Nobody wants 
to see it done.’ 

You shut up, too, George. Morris,’ she said beseechingly. 
‘1 know you’re mad at me. But. please, this once. The 
party II break up if something doesn't happen soon.' 

I ve forgotten how. 1 can t h)'pnotize anyone any longer. 
I haven’t done it for years.’ 

‘Ah, you haven’t forgotten. You can do it. You have a 
strong mind.’ 

‘Go away. Minna.’ I said. 

‘She’ll get her way.’ Jack Brill chuckled. ‘Wait and see/ 
‘You encourage her.' I said severely. 

She does everything \\ithout encouragement. Don’t 

blame me.' He still smiled, but back of his smile there was 

a resentful and inimical coldness. *I just like to see how 
she goes about getting her way.’ 

‘Morris, please do it.* 

‘Get someone else to do tricks. Get Myron, here/ 
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*He’s too stiff for tricks. He doesn't know anyo' 

‘Thank God for that/ Myron said. 

‘Now to get you a subject/ said Minna. 

T don’t want a subject.’ 

She rapped for attention on the piano. ‘Announcement, 
she called out. Servatius and Gilda did not interrupt their 
dancing. ‘We need someone for Morris, here, to hypnotize. 
Judy, how about you ?’ Judy was the girl with the man in 
the steel-rimmed glasses. ‘No ? Afraid you’ll give yourself 
away ? This takes a little courage. Stillman ? These people 
are against it. Does anybody want to volunteer ? There 
were no volunteers. ‘Oh, what a lot of wet blankets. 

‘There/ I said, ‘nobody’s really interested. So you see ’ 

‘Then I’ll be your subject myself,’ Minna said, turning 

to Abt. 

‘That’s the silliest proposal yet,’ said George. 

‘Why shouldn’t 1 be his subject V 

We waited to hear what Abt would say. He had so far 
given no indication of what he thought of her proposal. 
He regarded her with raised brows like a doctor who is 
considering how fully to answer a layman s question while, 
with quizzical, concealing eyes, he keeps him waiting. The 
indirect ceiling light gave the side of his face the look of a 
sheet of thick paper, artfully folded at the eye and pierced, 
high on the forehead, by straight, black hairs. 

'I’ll be damned,’ Jack Brill said softly to me. ‘He’ll take 

her up on it, too.’ 

‘Oh, impossible,’ I said. 

Abt hesitated. 

‘Well V Minna said. 

‘All right,’ he said. ‘Why not V 
‘Morris.’ 

He disregarded me. 

And the others also protested. ‘She’s drunk,’ said Still- 
man. And George said, ‘Are you sure you know what you re 
, up to ?’ But he disregarded them, too, and made no attempt 
to explain or justify himself. He and Minna started off to- 
wards the study. 
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‘We’ll call you. I mean, Morris will call you,' Minna said. 
'Then you can all come in.’ 

When they left, the rest of us fell silent. The dancing 
had stopped. Jack Brill, leaning one shoulder against the 
wall, smoked his pipe and seemed to relish watching us. 
Marry Servatius and Gilda were together on a narrow seat 
in the corner. I'he)- were the onl\' ones talking: no words, 
however, were audible, only his heavy burring voice and 
her occasional choppy laughter. What on earth could he 
be sa)'ing that she found so funny ? He was making an idiot 
of himself, and if Abt were correct in saying that he was 
not too drunk, then he was doubly idiotic. Iva still kept her 
glass on the piano ledge and took a small sip every so often. 
I did not like the aimless absorption with which she 
smoothed out the paper napkin on her knee, nor the rapid 


> ct \ ague w a\ her eyes mo\ ed around the room. 

She remained behind with Harry and Gilda when Abt 
called us. The rest of us crowded into the study and. in 
embarrassed silence, stood looking down at Minna on the 
couch. I could not believe at first that she was not pretend- 
ing; the change seemc'd too great. 1 was soon convinced 
that this was real enough. She lav loosel)' outstretched, a 
strong light behind her turned against the wall. One of her 
sandals had come unfastened and swung away from her 
heel. Her hands la\' c^pen at her sides. One noticed how 


narrow and bony her wrists were and the mole between 
two brain lies of a \ein on her forearm. But. for all the width 
of her hips, and the feminine [)rominences. her knees under 
the dress, her bosom, the meeting of her throat and collar- 
bones. she looked less spec ifu ally like a woman than a more 
generalized human being - and a sad one. at that. This 
view of her allec ted me greatly. I was even more prejudiced 
against Abt’s performance. 

He sat beside her and talked to her soothingly. Her 
biealhing was regular, but touched with hc^arseness; her 
up|)er lip was draw n aw ay sligbtl\- from her teeth. 

He began by making her feel cold. ‘Somec’nic must have 
turned oft the heat, 1 m chilk'd. Don't you feel cold, too? 



You look cold. It is cold here; it’s almost freezing.’ And 
she gasped a little and drew up her legs. He went on to tell 
her that when he pinched her hand she would feel no pain, 
and so she felt none, though the skin, where he had twisted 
it, remained white long afterwards. He deprived her of 
the power to move her arm and then ordered her to raise 
it. She struggled until he released her. The rest of us, half- 
tranced ourselves, eager to see and yet afraid of what we 
were seeing, concentrated on her face with its lifted lip and 
creased eyes. He let her rest, but only for a moment Then 
he asked her to recall how many glasses of punch she had 
drunk He would give a series of numbers and she was to 
make a sign at the right one. At this, her eyes moved or 
flinched under her lids, as though in protest. He began 

counting. 

1 was standing at a corner of the couch in such a position 
that her bare heel, the one from which the sandal hunp 
grazed my trouser-leg. I had an impulse to touch the mole 
on her arm with my finger. All at once, looking at her face 
and her closed lids, my impatience with Abt turned into 
anger. Yes, 1 thought, he likes this. 1 tried to think what I 
could do to stop it. Meanwhile he was counting. ‘Six? 
Seven?* She tried, but was unable to answer. Perhaps she 
was aware of the insult. ‘So you can’t remember? said 
Abt. ‘No?’ She rolled her head. ‘Maybe you’ve forgotten 
how to count ? Let’s see if you have. I’m going to tap your 
cheek a few times. You count and tell me how many. 

Ready V 

‘Bring her out of it, Morris, we’ve all had enough, 1 

said. . . 

He did not seem to hear me. ‘Now I'm beginning, he 

said. He struck her lightly four times. Minna’s lips began 
to form the first ‘f’ but dropped away, and the next instant 
she was sitting up, open-eyed, exclaiming, Harry ! Oh 
Harry ! * Then she began to cry, her face fixed and be- 
wildered. 

‘I told you you were going too far,’ I said. Abt reached 
his hand out to her in surprise. 
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‘Let her alone ! ‘ someone said. 

'Oh Harry. Harry, Harry !’ 

‘Do something, Morris!’ Robbie Stillman shouted. ‘Slap 
her, she’s having a fit ! ’ 

‘Don't touch her. I ll get Servatius,’ said Jack Brill. He 
ran, but her husband was already at the door, staring in. 
‘Harry, Harry, Harry !' 

'Get out of the way. she doesn’t see him,' George said. 
'Let’s clear the room.' Jack Brill began herding us out. 
‘Go on, don’t stand there.’ Abt pushed Brill’s hand away 
and muttered something to me which 1 did not hear. 

Iva was no longer in the living-room. I went looking for 
her and found her on the porch off the kitchen. 

‘What are you doing here I said roughly. 

' Whv, it was warm. 1 wanted to cool off.’ 

I pulled her inside. ‘What’s the matter with you tonight?* 

I said. ‘What’s got into you ?’ 

1 left her in the kitchen and strode back to the study. 
I found Brill guarding the door. 

'I low is she now ?' I asked. 

‘She 11 come out of it.’ said Brill. ‘George and Harry are 
in there with her. What a wow of a finish,* 

‘My wife's gone and made herself drunk, too.' 

‘Your wife. You mean Iva.’ 

‘Yes, Iva,’ He was right. I was still treating him like a 
semi-stranger and he resented it. He had irritated me be- 
fore when 1 had thought that he was goading Minna on; but 

1 saw now that, after all. he was no worse than any of the 
others. 


‘Well, the party turned into a terrible mess, didn’t it ?’ 
‘Yes,’ I agreed. 

Do you ever wonder what’s the matter with these 
pe(')ple ?’ 


‘I ve been wondering.' I said. 'What do you think ?' 

.So you want m\' opinion.’ Brill said, smiling. 'You want 
to see this as an outsider sees it 

‘You're not exactly an outsider. Jack.* 



‘I’ve only been around five or six years. Well, if you 

want to know how I feel about it . . 

‘You’re being a little hard on me, 1 murmured. 

‘That’s right, I am. This is a tight little bunch. I like some 
of the people in it. 1 like Minna a lot. Others lean to the 
snob side. They're not very agreeable. They’re cold. Even 
you, if you don’t mind my saying so. 

M don’t . . • n j 

‘You’re all fenced around. It took me some time to hnd 

out you weren’t such a bad guy. At first I thought you 

wanted people to come up and sniff you, as if you were a 

tree. You’re a little better than that. Not Abt, though, he s 

a bad case.’ 

‘Maybe he needs more study.’ 

'I wish I could give him what he needs more of. No, 
there’s something wrong. And then you people all seem 
satisfied to settle down to a long life of taking in each 
other’s laundry. Everybody else is shut out. It s offensive 

to people like me.’ 

‘What makes you come around then ?’ I said. 

‘I don’t know,’ said Brill. ‘I guess it interests me to watch 

you carry on.’ 

‘Oh, I see.’ 

‘You asked.’ 

‘It’s perfectly all right. So long, Jack.’ 1 offered him my 
hand; after a moment of surprise (perhaps it was an ironic 

surprise), he took it. 

‘So long, Joseph.’ 

Iva was in no condition to walk. I got a cab, helped her 
in, and held her head on my shoulder all the way home. 
When we stopped at an intersection I looked down at her 
shadowed face. The yellow traffic light fell on her temple, 
where 1 saw a single vein near the surface of the skin, 
crooking with the slight groove of the bone. I responded to 
this almost as I had to Minna on the couch. The cab con- 
tinued down the black street, which was streaked with the 
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remnants of that afternoon’s snowfall waning under the 
changed warm wind. 

What could 1 say to all this ? I asked myself fitfully and 
as though I. too. were a little drunk. 1 thought that with one 
leap nasty, brutish, and short' had landed in our midst. 
All my feelings, what I had fell in looking at Minna, what 1 
had felt at Jack Brill s words and at Iva's disobedience, 
now attacked me together. What could I say ? I repeated, 
but in the midst of the question perceived my purpose in 
asking it. I was looking for a way to clear Abt or protect 
him. and, through him, what was left of the ‘colony of the 
spirit’. But then, how much was he to be blamed ? 

For let us admit the truth. One was constantly threat- 
ened. shouldered, and. sometimes invaded by ‘nasty, brut- 
ish, and short', lost fights to it in unexpected corners. In 
the colon) ? Even in oneself. W^is anyone immune alto- 
gether ? In times like these ? I here were so man)* treasons; 
they were a medium, like air, like water: they passed in 
and out of you. they made themselves your accomplices; 
nothing was impenetrable to them. 

Ihe cab stopped. 1 helped Iva into the house, undressed 
her, and put her to bed. She lay on the blankets, naked, 
shielding her eyes from the light with her wrist. 1 turned 
off the switch and in the dark took off my own clothes. 

What sort of barrier could one put up against them, these 

treasons ? If, in Abt. cruelty and the desire for revenge 

were reduced to pinching a woman’s hand, what would 

my own mind give up if one examined its tiniest gaps and 

runnels ? And what about iva ? — and the others, what about 
the others ? 

But suddenl)' I felt that none of this excused Abt and 
that 1 had only cunningly manoeuvred to achieve the very 
end 1 had begun by rejecting. No. 1 could not justify him I 
had been revolted by the wa)- he had pinched her' I could 
find no excuse for him. none whatsoever, I was beginning 
to understand what it was that 1 felt towards him. Yes. 1 had 
been revolted by tlie rage and spite which emerged in the 
game , it had been so savage because its object could not 
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resist. It was some time before I could bring myself to fall 
asleep. 1 would think of this more sanely tomorrow, I 
promised myself, wiping my forehead on the edge of the 
sheet. But I already knew that I had hit upon the truth and 
that 1 could not easily dispel it tomorrow or any other day. 

I had an uneasy, dream-ridden night. 

This was only the beginning. In the months that followed 
1 began to discover one weakness after another in all I had 
built up around me. I saw what Jack Brill had seen, but, 
knowing it better, saw it more keenly and severely. It 
would be difficult for anyone else to know how this affected 
me, since no one could understand as well as I the nature 
of my plan, its rigidity, the extent to which I depended on 
it. Foolish or not, it had answered my need. The plan could 

be despised; my need could not be. 

I have not visited Minna or Harry since the party, I do 
not know what sort of aftermath there was; I suppose their 
troubles were eventually ironed out. Abt has gone to Wash- 
ington. He writes occasionally^, iisuaiiy to ask why he so 
seldom hears from me. He is doing well as an administra- 
tor, one of the 'bright young men’, though I understand 
he is not satisfied. I don’t think he ever will be satisfied, I 
should perhaps write oftener; he is, after all, an old friend. 
It isn’t his fault that 1 am disappointed in him. 


25 December 

Slept until eleven o’clock; sat around all afternoon and 
thought of nothing in particular. We are going to have 
Christmas dinner with Amos. Iva accepted his invitation. 


24 December 

Myron Adler phoned to say that his agency had decided 
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to hire women to make the survey; there is less possibility 
of their being taken away, leaving things in mid-air. But 
he did try to get me in, Myron says. He has kept a copy of 
the memorandum he sent recommending me and he is send- 
ing it on as proof that he kept his word. I told him it wasn’t 
necessary to send it; I believed him. He is sending it any- 
way. He wants to have a talk with me in the near future. 
We have agreed tentatively to meet during the holiday. 
He feels, 1 daresay, that I need to be taken in hand by some- 
one and straightened out. It’s good of him. but I don't 
think I could allow him to do much for me. 

We got ‘Season’s Greetings’ cards from John Pearl and 
from Abt. One of these days I'll have to get around to the 
dime store to buy envelopes. Iva put in a supply of cards 
a week ago but she forgot to buy envelopes. Can't convince 
myself that its worth the bother. But 1 suppose we ought 
to keep up our end of the amenities. 

Vanaker is drinking heavily these days. He disposes of 
his empt)’ pints by throwing them into the neighbouring 
yards. This morning I < ounted eighteen in the snow. 

Iva insists that we keep our door locked. Some of her 
things arc missing, f-thel Pearl sent her five small bottles 
of perfume for her birthday; two of these are gone from 
the basket on the dresser, and Iva says in her positive way: 
‘He’s a kleptomaniac.’ She means Vanaker. of course. She 
is indignant about the loss of her perfume and means to 

talk to Mrs Briggs about it. 1 shall have to start wearing my 
room key on a chain. 


26 December 

I SFF, M to be unable to stay out of trouble. Disgraced 

mwself at m\- brother’s house last night. 1 can take it lightly, 
but Iva feels it ver\' keenly. 

My biothei Amos. whc'> is my senior by twelve years, is 
a wealth) man. He began his career as a messenger on the 
Exchange and before he was twent\-five had become a 
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member of that body, with a seat of his own. The family 
is very proud of him, and he, in turn, has been a reliable 
son, very much alive to his duties. Towards me he took a 
protective attitude at first, but he soon gave up, confessing 
that he did not know what I was after. He was hurt when 
I became a radical, relieved when he assured himself I 
was one no longer. He was disappointed when I married 
Iva. His own wife, Dolly, had a rich father. He had urged 
me to follow his example and marry a wealthy woman. 
He was even more disappointed when, instead of accepting 
the position he offered me in his business, I took what to 
him seemed a menial job at Inter-American. He called me 
a fool, and for nearly a year we did not see each other. 
Then he and Iva arranged a reconciliation. We have been 
on fairly good terms since, however strange he thinks my 
choice of occupation and my ways. He tries not to disap- 
prove of me too openly: but he has never learned that I 
resent his way of questioning me when we meet. He is 
often tactless and sometimes rude. For some reason he 
has not been able to accept the fact that it is possible for 
a member of his family to live on so little. 

‘Haven’t they given you a raise yet? How much are 
you making ? Well, do you need money V I have never 
accepted any. 

Now that I have been out of work since May, he has 
become more pressing. Several times he has sent me cheques 
for large amounts, which I have returned immediately. The 
last time this happened he said, T'd take it, by golly. / 
wouldn’t be so proud and stiff-necked. Oh, no, not Brother 
Amos. Some day you just try offering me money, and see 
if I pass it up.’ 

A month ago when we visited him (he invites us for 
meals frequently, thinking, presumably, that we do not 
get enough to eat), he made such a scene when 1 refused 
to take some clothes he was thrusting on me that Iva at 
last whispered pleadingly, ‘Take it, Joseph, take the stuff!* 
and I gave in. 

Dolly, my sister-in-law, is a pretty woman, still slender, 
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large-bosomed, but attractively so, dark, with fine hair 
combed upward in a way designed to make the most of 
her neck. She has a very graceful neck; I have always 
admired it. It is one of the traits my fifteen-year-old niece 
Etta has inherited. To me it has always been one of the 
exquisite characteristics of femininity; 1 can well under- 
stand why it provoked the prophet Isaiah to utter the 
words: ‘Because the daughters of Zion are haughty, and 
walk with stretched forth necks and wanton eyes, walking 
and minting as they go, and making a tinkling with their 
feet: therefore the Lord will smite with a scab the crown 
of the head of the daughters of Zion, and the Lord will dis- 
cover their .secret parts.’ 

It astonishes me that the same association should be in 
both our minds, though with a different cast. Certainly it 
is the stretched forth necks . or delicacy in conjunction 
with the rugged ancient machinery of procreation, that has 
for a long time been identified in my imagination with 
feminine nature. Here the parallel ends, for I am the very 
opposite of vindictive in regard to this duality and have, 
indeed, found pleasure in recognizing it. 

My niece and I arc not on good terms; there is a long- 
standing antagonism between us. Ours was not a rich 
family. Amos tells frequently how he struggled, how badly 
he was dressed as a boy. how little my father could give 
him. And he and Dolly have brought up Etta to identify 
poveity not so much with evil as with unimportance, to 
feel that she. the daughter of a wealthy man, is worlds 
apart from those who live drably, in ill-furnished flats 
without servants, who W'car inferior clothing and have so 
little piicle as to be debtors. She prefers her mother’s people. 

He I cousins have automobiles and summer homes. 1 am in 
no way a credit to her. 


n spite ol our antagonism. I had until lately tried to 
influence the girl, .sending her books and. on her birthday, 
record albums. I knew I could have little effec t on her. But 
w hen she was twelve I undertook to tutor her in French as 
a means of broaching other subjects. (Her father, naturally. 







wanted her to be accomplished.) I was unsuccessful. 
My missionary eagerness betrayed itself too soon, before 
I had her confidence. She told her mother that I was teach- 
ing her ‘bad things’. And how was 1 to explain to Dolly 
that I was trying to ‘save’ Etta ? It would have been insult- 
ing. Etta hated the lessons, by simple extension she hated 
me, and if I had not given her an excuse for discontinuing 

them, she would soon have found one. 

Etta is a vain girl. I am sure she spends a great many 
hours before the mirror. I am sure, also, that she must be 
aware of the resemblance she bears to me. It goes beyond 
the obvious similarities pointed out by the family. Our 
eyes are exactly alike, and so are our mouths and even 
the shape of our ears, sharp and small - Dolly’s are alto- 
gether different. And there are other similarities, less easily 
definable, which she cannot help recognizing and which - 
our enmity being what it is — must be painful to her. 

At dinner the talk, in which I scarcely took part at first, 
was of the hardships of rationing. Dolly and Amos are 
coffee drinkers but, as patriots, they tempered their com- 
plaints with resignation. They turned next to shoes and 
clothing. Dolly’s brother, Loren, who represents a large 
Eastern shoe firm, had warned them that the government 
intended to limit the sale of leather goods. 

‘We couldn’t get along on four pairs a year,’ said Dolly. 

But that was unpatriotic, wasn't it ? The contradiction 

was too plain to be unnoticed. 

‘You have to take into account what people are accu- 
stomed to,’ said Amos; ‘their standard of living. The gov- 
ernment overlooks that. Why, even charities don’t give 
the same amounts to any two families. It would cause too 
much hardship.’ 

‘Yes, that’s what I meant,’ said Dolly. ‘You couldn’t 
call it hoarding.’ 

‘No,’ I replied. She had addressed herself to me. 

‘Later on there’ll be a run on clothes, too,’ asserted 
Amos. 'That’s the way the consumer market is when people 
are earning/ 
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‘Of course, Joseph won’t have to worry. The Army will 
take care of him. But we poor civilians . . 

‘Joseph would be indifferent, anyway/ said Iva. 'It 
wouldn't affect him. He never buys more than one pair of 
shoes a year.’ 

‘He isn't on his feet much,’ said Etta. Her mother gave 
her a sharp look. 

‘I do lead a sedentary life,’ I said. 

'That was all I meant, Mother,’ said Etta. 

'He doesn't worry about any of those things too much, 
was what I meant,’ Iva continued, speaking quickly. ‘He 
doesn’t particularly care what he eats, either, just so it’s 
food. It was no problem pleasing him when 1 used to cook.’ 

‘It’s a blessing to be that way. Amos is so hard to suit. 
You wouldn’t think they were brought up by the same 
mother.’ 


'He wasn’t so easy to raise in all respects,’ Amos said 
with a smile across the table. 

‘When arc you going into the Army. Joseph ?’ asked Etta. 
'Now, Etta,’ said Amos reprovingly. 

'Uncle Joseph, I'm sorry. When are you going 
'1 don't know. Whenever God wills.’ 

This amused them. 

'He’s certainly taking His time about it,’ said Dolly. 

'There’s no hurry.’ Iva interposed. 'The longer the 
better,’ 


'Oh. of course.’ Dolly said. 'I know how you feel.’ 

‘But Joseph doesn’t feel that way about it, do you. 
Joseph? Amos looked pleasantly at me. 'I'm sure he’d 
like to find out how to hurry Him up. It isn’t only the 
waiting, but he’ll miss out on his chances for advance- 
ment. He ought to get in there and become an Oflicer Can- 
didate.’ 

*I don't think I want to try to make an oilicer of myself.’ 

‘Well. I don’t see why not.’ said Amos. ‘Why not 

‘As I sec it. the whole war’s a misfortune. I don’t want 
to raise myself through it.’ 


‘But there have to be ofneers. Do you want to sit back 



and let some cluck do what you can do a thousand times 
better ? * 

‘I’m used to that,’ I said, shrugging. ‘That’s the case 
in many departments of life already. The Army’s no ex- 

Tva, do you intend to let him go in with that attitude? 


A fine Army we’d have/ _ 

‘It’s my conviction/ I said. ‘Iva couldn t change it, and 

Tm inclined to think she wouldn’t want to. Many men 

carry their ambitions over from civilian life and don’t mind 

climbing upon the backs of the dead, so to speak. It’s no 

disgrace to be a private, you know. Socrates was a plain 

foot soldier, a hoplite.* 

‘Socrates, eh ?’ said Amos. ‘Well, that’s a good and suffi- 


cient reason.’ -j 1 j 

A little later in the evening, Amos, calling me aside, led 

me up to his bedroom and there, producing a hundred- 

dollar bill, thrust it like a handkerchief into my breast 

pocket, saying. ‘This is our Christmas present to you.’ 

‘Thank you,’ I said, pulling it out and laying it on the 

dresser; ‘but I can’t take it.’ 

‘Why can’t you take it? Nonsense, you can’t refuse it. 

I tell you, it’s a present.’ He picked up the bill impatiently. 
‘Be a little more hardheaded, will you? You’re always up 
in the air. Do you know what I paid in income taxes alone 
last year? No? Well, this isn’t a drop in that bucket. I’m 
not depriving myself of anything to give it to you. 

‘But what vsdll 1 do with it, Amos ? I don t need it. 

‘You are the most obstinate jackass I’ve ever seen. You 
can’t stand being helped even a little, by anyone. 

‘Why, this is your shirt I’m wearing, and these are your 
socks. I appreciate them, but I don’t want anything else.^ 
‘Joseph !’ he exclaimed. ‘I don’t know what to do with 
you. I’m beginning to think you’re not all there, with your 
convictions and your hop — ! I wish I knew how it was 
going to turn out with you. You’ll ruin yourself in the end. 
Think of Iva sometimes. What’s her future going to be 


like?’ 
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‘Oh, the future.* 

‘That’s what I said.* 

‘Well, who the devil has one ?’ 

‘Everybody,’ Amos said. ‘1 have.* 

‘Well, you're in luck. I’d think about it a little if I were 
you. There are many people, hundreds of thousands, who 
have had to give up all thought of future. There is no per- 
sonal future any more. That’s why 1 can only laugh at 
you when you tell me to look out for my future in the 
Army, in that tragedy. I wouldn’t stake a pin on my future. 

And maybe I wouldn’t have yours ’ Towards the end my 

voice had begun to shake. 

Amos faced me quietly for a while. Then he said, ‘Take 
the money, Joseph,’ and left. I heard him going downstairs. 

1 sat on the bed groggily, holding my head. There was 
a weak lamp burning in one corner; from its copper slot 
one band of light crossed the curtain: the rest of the room 
was nearly dark. The ceiling had become a screen for the 
accidental motions of the greenish street beyond, and across 
half its width was thrown intact a reflection of the Vene- 
tian blind, like the ribs of some immemorial fish. What 
sort of impression had my words made on Amos? It was 
impossible to tell. What could he think? Perhaps he con- 
sidered me more hopeless than ever. But what did I think ? 
Was what 1 had said half as true as it was impetuous? 
His neat vision of personal safety 1 disowned, but not a 
future of another kind. Still, how could 1 reason with him ? 
He was a distance beyond reckoning from the craters of 
the spirit, so that the)’ W’ere no more than small pits on his 
horizon. But in time they would draw closer. Yes. everyone 
came to face them when those horizons shrank, as they 
could not fail to shrink. I went to the bathroom and 
washed. The crammed feeling at m\' heart began to wear 
ofl. and w'hen I hung the towel back on its glass rod 1 w'as 
less confused. 1 picked up the hundred-dollar bill from the 
dusk of the carpet where it had fallen. If 1 tried to hand it 
back now there would be a scene; 1 knew' better than to 
tjy. I searched the top of Amos’s dresser for a pin or clasp 
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of some kind. Not finding one there, I opened one drawer 
after another until, in Dolly’s dressing-table, I came upon 
a pincushion. I went to the bed and stuck the bill to the 
counterpane over the pillow. Then, in the hall, I stood for 
a while, hearing the husky voice of the radio speaker below 
and the laughter and comment of the others. 1 decided not 

to join them. 

Instead, though I knew it meant working a hardship on 
Iva to leave her to Dolly, Etta, and Amos, I climbed to the 
third floor. There, in what had once been an attic, Dolly 
had furnished a music room. One entire side of it was taken 
up by a broad monster of a piano which crouched on bowed 
legs, awaiting use. It was, however, seldom touched, for it 
had been replaced downstairs by a more jaunty and stylish 
instrument that showed its teeth like a darky entertainer. 
On the opposite side of the room was a phonograph with a 
shelf of records above it. 1 began to look for a record 1 had 
bought Etta a year ago, a Haydn divertimento for the cello, 
played by Piatigorsky. To find it, I had to hunt through a 
dozen albums. Here Dolly and Etta, for all their sense of 
property, were careless; there were numerous broken 
records. But I found mine whole and, thankfully — my 
dejection would have doubled if it had been cracked or 
missing - I started it, and sat down facing the piano. 

It was the first movement, the adagio, that I cared most 
about. Its sober opening notes, preliminaries to a thought- 
ful confession, showed me that I was still an apprentice in 
suffering and humiliation. I had not even begun. I had, 
furthermore, no right to expect to avoid them. So much 
Was immediately clear. Surely no one could plead for ex- 
ception; that was not a human privilege. What I should do 
with them, how to meet them, was answered in the second 
declaration : with grace, without meanness. And though 
I could not as yet apply that answer to myself, I recognized 
its rightness and was vehemently moved by it. Not until 
1 was a whole man could it be my answer, too. And was 
I to become this whole man alone, without aid ? 1 was too 
weak for it, I did not command the will. Then in what 
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quarter should I look for help, where was the the power? 
Grace by what law, under what order, by whom required ? 
Personal, human, or universal, was it? The music named 
only one source, the universal one. God. But what a miser- 
able surrender that would be, born out of disheartenment 
and chaos; and out of fear, bodily and imperious, that like 
a disease asked for a remedy and did not care how it was 
supplied. The record came to an end; I began it again. No, 
not God, not any divinity. That was anterior, not of my 
own deriving. I was not so full of pride that I could not 
accept the existence of something greater than myself, 
something, perhaps, of which I was an idea, or merely a 
fraction of an idea. That was not it. But I did not WMnt to 
catch at any contrivance in panic. In my eyes, that was a 
great crime. Granted that the answ'er I was hearing, that 
went so easily to the least penetrable part of me, the seldom- 
disturbed thickets around the heart, was made by a religi- 
ous man. But was there no way to attain that answer except 
to sacrifice the mind that sought to be satisfied ? I'rom the 
antidote itself another disease would spring. It wms not a 
new matter, it was one I had frequently considered. But 
not with such a desperate emotion or such a crucial need 
for an answer. Or such a feeling of loneliness. Out of my 
own streitgth it was necessary for me to return the verdict 
for reason, in its partial inadequacy, and against the ad- 
vantages of its surrender. 

As I began to play the record for the third time, Etta 
came into the room. Without speaking to me, she W'ent to 
the shelf and, taking down a bright-coloured album, waited, 
an impatient frowm on that fresher and somewhat harder 
or unworked version of my owm face. I now' scarcely heard 
the music. 1 was airead)' braced for a struggle, the inevit- 
ability of whic h 1 recogni/ed at once. I groped inside the 
cabinet of the phonograph for the lever. 

Just a minute. What arc you doing ?' she said, coming 
forward a step. 

I turned with an aggressive movement, ‘\\1iat ?’ I said. 

‘I want to use the machine. Joseph.’ 
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‘Tm not finished with it yet/ 

'I don’t care/ she insisted. ‘You’ve had it to yourself 
all this time. It’s my turn. You’ve been playing that thing 

over and over.' 

‘You snooped, didn’t you ?’ I said accusingly. ^ 

‘I did not. It was so loud everybody heard it downstairs.’ 

‘You’ll have to wait, Etta.’ 

‘I will not,’ she said. ‘1 want to play these Cugat records 
Mamma gave me. I’ve been wanting to hear them all day. 

I did not step aside. At my back the turntable whirred, 
the needle making a dull scrape among the last grooves. 

‘As soon as I pl^y the second part of this I 11 go. 

‘But you’ve had the phonograph since dinner. It’s my 

turn.’ 

‘And I say no,’ I replied. 

‘You have no business saying no to me,’ she said. 

‘No business!’ I exclaimed with an abrupt, raw jerk of 

anger. 

‘It’s my phonograph; you’re keeping me from my phono- 
graph ! ’ 

‘Well, if that isn’t small I ’ I said. 

‘What you call me or think about me doesn’t matter.’ 
Her voice rose above the tac-Q-toc of the machine. 1 want 

to listen to Cugat. I don’t care.’ 

‘Look,’ I said, making a strong effort to control myself. 
‘I came up here with a purpose. What purpose it isn t 
necessary to tell you. But you couldn t stand to think that 
I was here alone, no matter why. Maybe you thought I 
was enjoying myself, ah ? Or hiding away ? So you hurried 
to see if you could spoil it for me. Isn’t that true ? 

‘You’re such a clever man. Uncle ! ’ 

‘Clever man 1’ I said, mimicking. ‘Movie talk. You don’t 
even know what you’re saying. This is absurd, quarrelling 
with a stupid child. It’s a waste of time. But I know how 
you feel towards me. 1 know how much and how genuinely 
you hate me. I thank God, child that you are, that you have 

no power over me.’ 

‘You’re crazy. Uncle,’ she said. 
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‘All right, that's said and over, there won’t be any more 
of it/ I said, and believed that I was succeeding in check- 
ing myself. 'You can listen to the conga, or whatever it is, 
when 1 leave. Now. will you go or sit down and let me 
play this to the end V 

'Why should I ? You can listen to this. Beggars can't 
be choosers!’ She uttered this with such triumph that 1 
could see she had prepared it long in advance. 

* You’re a little animal,' 1 said. ‘As rotten and spoiled 
as they come. What you need is a whipping.' 

'Oh !’ she gasped. 'You dirty . . . dirty no-account. You 
crook!' 1 caught her wrist and wrenched her towards me, 

‘Damn you. Joseph, let go ! Let me go !’ The album went 
crashing. With the lingers of her free hand she tried to 
reac h my lace. Seizing her b\' the hair fiercely. 1 snapped 
her head back; her outcry never left her throat; her nails 
missed me narrowly, fler eyes shut tightly, in horror. 

‘Mere's something from a beggar you won’t forget in 

a hurr)', 1 muttered. 1 dragged her to the piano bench, still 
gripping her hair. 

‘Don’t!’ she screamed, recovering her voice. ‘Joseph! 
You bastard ! ’ 


I pulled her over my knee, trapping both her legs in 
mine. 1 could hear the others running upstairs as the first 
blows descended and 1 hurried my task, determined that 
she should be punished in spite of ever\ thing. in spite of 
the consequences; no, more severely because of the con- 
secjucnces. Dc^n t you struggle,' 1 cried, pressing down her 
neck. ‘Or curse me. It won’t help you.’ 

Amos poundexi up the last llight of stairs and burst in. 
Behind, breathless, c ame Dollv and Iva. 


‘Joseph.’ Amos panted. ‘let her go. Let the girl go!’ 

I did not lelease her at once. She no longer fought against 
me but, with hc'r long hair reaching nearl\' io the Woor anc 
her round, nubile thighs hare. la\' in my lap. Whether thi? 
was meant to be an admissiem cit complicitx and an atiempi 
to lighten my guilt, or w hether she w ishe<j them to see anc 
savour it fully, I did not know at first. 



‘Stand up, Etta,’ Dolly said curtly. ‘Straighten your skirt.’ 
Slowly, she got to her feet. 1 wonder if any of them were 
capable of observing how exactly alike we looked at that 
moment. ‘And now, if you can, Joseph,’ said Dolly, turning 
her dilated eyes on me, ‘explain what you were doing. 
‘Mother,’ Etta suddenly began to sob. ‘1 didn’t do any- 

thing to him. He attacked me.’ 

*What! In the name of God, what are you talking about . 

I exclaimed. ‘I spanked you because you had a spanking 

coming.' 

What unspeakable inference or accusation was that in 
Dolly’s widened eyes ? I returned her look steadily. 

‘Nobody has ever laid a hand on Etta for any reason 

whatsoever, Joseph.' . 

‘Whatsoever! Is calling her uncle a beggar a sufficient 

“whatsoever” ? There’s something ambiguous in your mind. 

Why don’t you speak out ?' 

She turned to Amos as though to say, ‘Your brother is 

going insane. Now he’s springing at me.’ 

‘I put her over my knee and gave her a hiding, and it 
wasn’t half of what she deserved. She swore at me like a 
pool-room bum. A mighty fine job you’ve done with her. 

‘He pulled me by the hair, that’s what he did, Etta cried, 

‘He nearly twisted my head off.’ 

Iva, after turning off the phonograph, had seated herself 
near it in the background and did her best to efface herself. 
Which signified to me that she was acknowledging my 
shame. But there was no ‘shame’. She, too, now came into 

the sphere of my anger. 

‘What else did he do ?' Dolly demanded. 

‘Oh, so you think she’s covering something up ! I spanked 
her. What else are you fishing for ? What are you hoping 
she'll say ? What sort of vulgarity . . .' 

‘Stop acting like a wild man I ’ Amos said peremptorily. 
‘It’s your fault, too,' I retorted. ‘Look how you’ve 
brought her up. It’s mighty fine, isn’t it. You’ve taught her 
to hate the class and, yes, the very family you come from. 
There’s a whatsoever for you. Are people to be null because 
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they wear one pair of shoes a year, not a dozen ? Try your ? 
teeth on that whatsoever ! * 

‘You had no right to raise your hand to the child’ said 
Dolly. 

‘Why doesn’t he tell you what he was doing in your 
room V said Etta. 

I could see Iva sit up in her chair rigidly. 

'What r said Doll)'. 

‘He was in your room.’ 

‘1 went there with Amos. Ask him,’ I said. 

‘Daddy wasn’t there when 1 saw you. You were looking 
in Mamma's dressing-table.’ 

‘You little spy!’ I shouted, glaring at her. ‘You hear?* 

I said to the others. 'She accuses me of being a thief.’ 

‘What were you doing V Etta said. 

‘I was looking for something. You can go down and see 
if anything’s missing. There's nothing missing. Or you can 
search me. I’ll let myself be searched.’ 

'Tell us, what was it ? Nobody says you're a thief.’ 

‘It s what you’re thinking. It’s clear enough to me,* 

‘Well, tell us.’ Dt)ll\' insisted. 

‘It was only a pin. 1 needed one.’ 

In the darkened corner near the phonograph Iva lowered 
her head into her hands. 'Hey ! what arc you acting up for 
back there ?’ 1 called out to her. 

A pin, is that all ? Dolly said. She allowed herself, despite 
the seriousness of the moment, to smile. 

'l cs. And it happens to be true.’ They did not answer. 

I said: I his. I su[)posc, makes my shame complete. I’m 
not only rash and still-necked, a beggar' (I bowed to Etta, 
who scornfull)' turned away her teaVsmeared face) ‘and* 

(to Amos) ’a jackass, but really an idiot.’ Iva left the room 
without looking at me. ‘You. Amos.’ 1 continued, 'can 
begin living me down. You. too. Etta. Dollv is not a blood 
relative so she’s absolved, of course. Unless’l bring disgrace ! 
on the whole lamilw Convicted of theft, or assault, or 
woisc. . . . Neither Dolly nor Amos undertook to reply. ^ 
1 lollowed Iva downstairs. j 
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She did not speak to me on the streetcar and, when we 
got off, she hurried home ahead of me. I reached the door 
of our room in time to see her drop to the edge of the be 

and burst into tears. 

‘Dearest,’ I shouted. ‘It’s so nice to know that you at least 
have faith in me 1 ' 


27 December 

Amos called us up this morning; I sent Iva down to talk 
to him. She returned and wanted to know why I hadn t 
spoken out, why I had wanted to give my brother’s family 
a wrong impression. I replied that as long as they were 
satisfied with the impression they had of themselves I 
didn’t care what impression they had of me. Iva rubbed 
mercuric oxide into her red lids before leaving for work. 

Her crying had continued for several hours. 

I felt relieved on one score; I had been uneasy about 
the money, believing that Etta was not above taking it. 
But she went away without waiting to see what I was doing 
in Dolly’s dressing-table. She did not know about the 

money. She might have stolen it to spite me. 

But I have been wondering, now, what it can mean to 

Etta that she so closely resembles me. And why should I, 
furthermore, have assumed that our physical resemblance 
was the basis for an affinity of another kind ? The 
for an answer takes me far into my earlier history, a e 
1 do not always find agreeable but which yields a great deal 
of essential information. And there 1 discover that the face, 
all faces, had a significance for me duplicated in no other 
object. A similarity of faces must mean a similarity ot 

nature and presumably of fate. 

We were a handsome family. 1 was brought up to think 
myself handsome, though not by any direct process t at 
1 can recall. It was conveyed to me by the atmosphere ot 

the household. , 

Now I recall an incident from my fourth year, a quarrel 
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between my mother and my aunt over the way in which 
she (my mother) dressed my hair. My aunt. Aunt Dina, 
claimed it was high time my curls were cut; my mother 
refused to hear of it. Aunt Dina was a self-willed woman; 
she had arbitrary ways. She took me to the barber and 
had him cut my hair after the fashion of the time, in what 
was called a Buster Brown. She brought the curls back in 
an envelope and gave them to my mother, who thereupon 
began to cry. I bring this up not simply to recall how the 
importance of m\' appearance was magnified in my eyes, 
but also because during adolescence I was to remember this 
in another connexion. 


In a drawer of the parlour table where the family pictures 
were kept, there was one to which I was attracted from 
earliest childhood. It was a study of my grandfather, my 
mother's father, made shortly before his death. It showed 
him supporting his head on a withered fist, his streaming 
beard yeliow, sulphurous, his eyes staring and his clothing 
shroud-like. I had grown up with it. And then one day. 
when I was about fourteen. 1 happened to take it out of 
the drawer together with the envelope in which my curls 
had been preserved. Then, studying the picture, it occurred 
to me that this skull of my grandfather's w'ould in time 
overtake me. curls. Buster Brown, and all. Still later 1 came 
to believe (and this was no longer an impression but a 
dogma) that the picture was a proof of my mortality. 1 was 
upiight on my giandfathers bones and the bones of those 
before him in a temporary kxin. But he himself, not the 
furthci past, hung over me. Through the years he would 
reclaim me bit by bit. till m\- own fists withered and 
m\' e\'es stared. I his was a sombre but not a frighten- 
ing thought. And it had corrective effect on mv van- 
ity. 


OnI\' b\ this time it was not so simple as that, it was not 
merely vanity. By this time mv face was to me the whole 
embodiment of my meaning. It was a register of my an- 
cestois. a part of the world and. simultaneous!)-, the way 
I leceivcd the world, clutched at it, and the w*av, more- 
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over, in which I announced myself to it. All of this was 

private and never spoken of. i_ • u ^ 

But, still more, while I was conscious of being hand- 
some 1 was not a little suspicious of it. Mortality, I’ve ex- 
plained, played its part, making inroads on my vanity. Su^ 
picion undermined it further. For I kept thinking, ‘There s 
something wrong.' I meant that there was a falseness about 

it. And then this incident occurred : 

In high school I became friendly with a boy named Will 

Harscha, a German. I used to visit him at home and 1 knew 
his sister and his younger brother, as well as his mother. 
But I had never met his father, who kept a store in a distant 
neighbourhood. However, when I came to call one Sunday 
morning, the father happened to be at home, and Will took 
me in to meet him. He was a fat man, black-haired and 

swart, but kindly-looking. 

‘So this is Joseph,’ he said as he shook hands with me. 

‘Well. Er ist schon,' he said to his wife. 

^Mephisto war auch schon; Mrs Harscha answered. 
Mephisto! Mephistopheles ? 1 understood what she had 
said. I stood frozen there. Mr Harscha, observing me, must 
have grasped that I knew what she had referred to, for he 
began glaring at his wife, who, with her lips pressed to- 
gether, continued to look at me. 

I never saw them again. I avoided Will at school. And 
I spent sleepless hours thinking of what Mrs Harscha had 
said. She had seen through me - by some instinct, I thought 
then - and, where others saw nothing wrong, she had dis- 
covered evil. For a long time I believed there was a diabolic 
part to me. Later, I gave that up. It was ‘poor devil , if any 
devil. Not me, specifically, just the general, poor, human 
devil. But meanwhile I had the confirmation of people like 
Mrs Harscha for my suspicion that I was not like others but 
(and I now know that it is an old belief and at the heart of 
what we call ‘Romantic’) that I concealed something 
rotten. And perhaps it is world-wide, such a conviction, and 
arises because we know ourselves too well to accept the 
good but rather, embrace the bad opinions others have of 
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US. Mrs Harscha may have disliked me because I was too 
‘well-behaved’, or because of a way of mine in boyhood 
of making, or attempting to make, a compact with the adult 
relatives of my friends, particularly mothers, over the heads 
of their sons. She may have thought I had no business being 
unboyish. Many people resented that. 

1 have long ago freed myself from this morbidity. It is 
because of Etta that 1 undertook to trace it back. But there 
is no reason to believe that there is any parallel between 
us. It may be that grandfather’s head hangs over both of 
us, but if and when it devours us it will be devouring two 
people who have nothing else in common. 

1 have also been considering Dolly. Of course, I knew 
that she was no saint; but now. reviewing her part in last 
night’s affair, I find her farther on the hellvvard side than 
ever. Here I have additional proof of my inability to read 
people properly, to recognize the likelihood of baseness in 
them - as natural in some as a blink, a nod. a flip of the 
hand. I make theoretical, that is. unreal, allowances for 
it, 1 shall have to begin schooling myself in shrewdness. 


28 December 

What would Goethe say to the view from this window, 
the wintry, ill-lit street, he with his recurring pleasures, 
fruits, and flowers ? 


29 December 

Si.FPT until one o’clock. Out at four for a walk, I lasted 
ten minutes and then retreated. 


December 

I SHAVFD in honour of the holiday. But we arc not going 
out. Iva has some sewing to do. 
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2 January 194 s 


Mr Vanaker observed the birth of the new year with 
large quantities of whisky, with coughing, pelting the yard 
with bottles, wdth frequent, noisy trips to the lavatory, and 
ended his revels with a fire. At about ten o clock I heard 
his growls, unusually thick, and repeated thumps in the 
corridor and looked out to see him shambling through the 
smoke, feeling his way along the wall. Iva ran to summon 
Captain Briggs while 1 thrust open Vanaker’s door. The 
armchair was burning. He hurried in with a cup of water, 
which he poured over it. He was wearing sleeveless pyja- 
mas. and his bare arms were marked with sooty finger- 
prints. His large, fleshy, somewhat concave face, with its 
high forehead overarched with grey curls in a manner that 
suggested a bonnet, was red and distressed. He did not 

speak; he ran to fetch another cupful. 

By this time other roomers were on the scene, for the 
smoke had spread through the house : Mrs Bartlett, the 
middle-aged practical nurse from the large room in the 
rear; Mrs Fessman, the pretty Austrian refugee; and Mr 
Ringholm, who shares the third floor with Captain and 

Mrs Briggs. 

‘Tell him to carry out that chair,’ Mrs Bartlett said to 
me. 

'He’s trying to put the fire out,’ I replied. 

Hasty slapping sounds came from Vanaker s room. 

‘With his hands.’ 

‘He’d better take it out. This is a frame house. Its dan- 
gerous.’ Mrs Bartlett came closer to me in the smoke, a 
tall figure in a kimono; her head was bound in a handker- 
chief, a black cotton sleeping mask hung around her neck. 
‘Someone should tell him to. Take it out, mister. But the 
smoke was too much for her. She retreated to the stairs. 
I, too, was coughing and rubbing my eyes. 1 stepped back 
into our room to recover. Throwing open the window, I 
cleared my head in the frigid air. Loud knocks began out- 
side. Iva looked in. 


65 


■He locked himself inside. He must be afraid of the 
Captnin/ she said. 

1 joined her in the hall. - Damn,’ said the Captain, amused 
and vexed. 'VVhat d he start running for .7 How’m 1 going 
to get at the lire V He doubled the tempo of his knocks. 

Open up, .Mr Vanaker. Come on, now.’ 

It s a wonder you don't lose your temper. Sir,' said Mrs 
Bartlett. 

‘Mr V^inaker ! ’ 

Tm awright; Vanaker said. 

lies ashamed, that’s what it is.’ Mrs Bartlett explained 


■Well, 1 want you to let me in,' the Captain said. ‘I have 
to see if the fire's out.' 

The key turned, and Vanaker, with streaming eyes, stood 

in the doorway; the Captain pas.scd by him into the ragged 

.smoke. .\ r Ringholm, touching his head, complained that 
this was doing his hang-over no good. 

■ We're lucky not to be in ashes,' said Mrs Bartlett. 

Pin).'’rhrrl '’'s" coughing, reappeared, drag- 

g g e chair. He and Mr Ringholm together carried it 

a double handful ot snow from the window sill, and Mrs 
Briggs joined me in stamping out the sparks and wetting 
down the burned spots. Vanaker had llecJ to the bathroom 
wheie we heard him washing, splashing in the sink. 

A little later we heard Vanaker explaining- ‘It was a 

SrS: ''' ■' ' r- '>■ O" Th™ 

-You must be careful, old-timer,' the Captain said ‘With 
‘Awright. Captain.' 

I hat was our onlv New i 

poor substitute for observing ti . i .'iM riTdM 
ct'ling of being set nsi.ie t*:. let “e i',,;: <,t®sirp“L:’ 

ofSno'll'LrSs I: tteir ''' 

Sunday clothes went promenad- 
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ing. The Captain and his wife drove off in their car early 
in the day and had just returned when the fire broke out. 

But what such a life as this incurs is the derangement 
of days, the levelling of occasions. I can’t answer for Iva, 
but for me it is certainly true that days have lost their 
distinctiveness. There were formerly baking days, wash- 
ing days, days that began events and days that ended them. 
But now they are undistinguished, all equal, and it is 
difficult to tell Tuesday from Saturday. When 1 neglect 
to look carefully at the newspaper 1 do not know what 
day it is. If I guess Friday and then learn that it is actually 
Thursday, 1 do not experience any great pleasure in having 
won twenty-four hours. 

It is possible that that is one reason why 1 have been 
creating agitation. I am not sure. The circumstances at the 
Arrow and at Amos’s house were provoking enough, but 
1 could have avoided making scenes if I had wished. It 
may be that I am tired of having to identify a day as ‘the 
day I asked for a second cup of coffee*, or ‘the day the 
waitress refused to take back the burned toast*, and so want 
to blaze it more sharply, regardless of the consequences. 
Perhaps, eager for consequences. Trouble, like physical 
pain, makes us actively aware that we are living, and when 
there is little in the life we lead to hold and draw and stir 
us, we seek and cherish it, preferring embarrassment or pain 
to indifference. 


3 January 

A Jefferson Forman is listed as having crashed in the 
Pacific. His home is given as St Louis. The Jeff Forman 
I knew came from Kansas City, but his family may have 
moved in the last few years. The name is not common; it 
must be the same Forman. I had 'heard that he was in the 
merchant marine. Probably he had himself transferred 
when the war broke out. I heard a rumour that he had 
been arrested in Genoa about four years ago for shouting A 
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basso in a public place. No name, simply A basso. Accord- 
ing to Tad, the consulate had great difficulty in getting him 
released, though nobody claimed that he had added any- 
thing to his A basso. Jeff was in love with excitement. He 
was expelled from the University for some misdemeanour 
or other. I never learned the facts about it. It is surprising 
that he was not thrown out during his first year. One night 
he knocked George Colin down on the street; he never 
tried to explain why, merely apologized to Colin before the 
Dean. And his inspiration for waking me early one winter 

morning was to throw snowballs mixed with ashes into my 
bed. ^ 

His rank was given in the paper as ensign; his ship was 
a Catalina. 1 suppose the submarine danger was not enough 
for him. I always suspected of him that he had in some 
fashion discovered there were some wa>s in which to be 

human was to be unutterably dismal, and that all his life 
was given over to avoiding those ways. 


4 January 

With all the respect we seem to have for perishable stuff, 
we have easily accustomed ourselves to slaughter. VVe are 
all after .some fashion, the beneficiaries of that slaughter 
and yet we have small pity for the victims. This has not 
come with the war, we were ready before the war ever 

fl nr h .'t “ apparent now. VVe do not 

flinch at seeing all these lives struck out; nor would those 

who were killed have suffered any more for us, if we not 

they, had been the victims. I do not like to think what we 

easy work, and it is not .safe. Its kindest revelation is that 

tent Throld'l """h '"^'Sinations are somehow incompe- 
ent. The old Josejth wlm. in view of the temporariness of 

S ci. 

out h?s s ‘a le oM 

out his sha.e of bruises. . . . Bruises 1 What a piece of inno- 
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cence ! Yes, he recognized that even those who meant to 
be gentle could not hope to escape whipping. And that was 
modest enough. 

Yet we are, as a people, greatly concerned with perish- 
ability; an empire of iceboxes. And pet cats are flo-wn 
hundreds of miles to be saved by rare serums; and coun- 
try neighbours in Arkansas keep a month’s vigil night and 
day to save the life of a man stricken at ninety. 

Jeff Forman dies; brother Amos lays up a store of shoes 
for the future. Amos is kind. Amos is no cannibal. He 
cannot bear to think that 1 should be unsuccessful, lack 
money, refuse to be concerned about my future. Jeff, under 
the water, is beyond virtue, value, glamour, money, or 
future. I say these things unable to see or think straight, 
and what I feel is less injustice or inhumanity than be- 
wilderment. 

Myself, 1 would rather die in the war than consume its 
benefits. When 1 am called I shall go and make no protest. 
And, of course, 1 hope to survive. But 1 would rather be 
a victim than a beneficiary, 1 support the war, though per- 
haps it is gratuitous to say so; we have the habit of making 
these things issues of personal morality and private will, 
which they are not at all. The equivalent would be to say, 
if God really existed, yes, God does exist. He would exist 
whether we recognized him or not. But as between their 
imperialism and ours, if a full choice were possible, I would 
take ours. Alternatives, and particularly desirable alterna- 
tives, grow only on imaginary trees. 

Yes, I shall shoot, 1 shall take lives; I shall be shot at, 
and my life may be taken. Certain blood will be given for 
half-certain reasons, as in all wars. Somehow I cannot 
regard it as wrong against myself. 


£ January 


This afternoon I emptied the closet of all its shoes and 
sat on the floor polishing them. Surrounded by rags, saddle 
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soap, and brushes - the brown light of the street pressing 
in at the windows, and the sparrows bickering in the dead 
twigs - 1 felt tranquil for a while and, as I set Iva's shoes 
out in a row, I grew deeply satisfied. It was a borrowed 
satisfaction; it was doing something 1 had done as a child. 
In Montreal, on such afternoons as this, I often asked per- 
mission to spread a paper on the sitting-room floor and 
shine all the shoes in the house, including Aunt Dina’s svdth 
their long tongues and scores of eyelets. When 1 thrust mv 

°1 “ '■^•■’ched well above the elbow 

and 1 could feel the brush against my arm through the soft 

leather. I he brown fog lay in St Dominique Street; in the 

sitting-room, however, the stove shone on the davenport 

and on the oilcloth and on my forehead, drawing the skin 

pleasantly. I did not clean shoes because 1 was praised for it 

sensations of the room’ 
shutters and the faint green of the metal pipes along the 

o??S'ouse.'' 

1 have never found another street that re.sembled St 
ominiquc. It was in a slum between a market and a hos- 

L in h'"" f *"t‘'"sely preoccupied with what W'ent 
o/a funer? ‘I's fallen horse 

whose like I wis now ■''”'1 deformities 

course of tint \ narrow 

1 -somedmes thmk ■ i "o' •<> 

allowed to encounter reilkv"Mv ’ ah 

bitterh- for the novert^• ti I- ‘ • bl-imed himself 

a slum and ^ ^‘P 

a eur,.,.,„ess rZ, ntn'r , 'nZer'"' 

niaiKLt, a man rearing over 
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someone on a bed, and, on another occasion, a Negro with 
a blonde woman on his lap. But less easily forgotten were 
a cage with a rat in it thrown on a bonfire, and two quar- 
relling drunkards, one of whom walked away bleeding, 
drops falling from his head like the first slow drops of a 
heavy rain in summer, a crooked line of drops left on the 
pavement as he walked. 


6 January 

Abt has sent me a copy of a pamphlet he wrote on the 
government of the Territories. He expects a flattering com- 
ment, no doubt, and I shall have to rig one up. He will 
want me to tell him that no one else could have written 
such a pamphlet. Suppose I were to try to tell him what 1 
thought of him. He would reply coldly, T don’t know what 
you’re talking about.’ He has a way of turning aside every- 
thing he has no desire to understand. 

Abt, more than anyone I have known, has lived con- 
tinually in need of being consequential. Early in life he dis- 
covered that he was quicker, abler, than the rest of us, 
and that he could easily outstrip us in learning and in skills. 
He felt he could be great in anything he chose. We roomed 
together in Madison as freshmen. He was very busy that 
first year keeping up all his accomplishments, his music, 
his politics, his class work. Living with him had a bad effect 
on me, for I withdrew from any field he entered. People 
came from other campuses to consult him on doctrinal 
matters; no one had as much out-of-the-way information as 
he; he read foreign political journals the rest of us had 
never heard of, and reports of party congresses, those dun, 
mimeographed sheets on international decisions in France 
and Spain. No one was so subtle wdth opponents. Nor did 
many students get as much attention as he got from his 
teachers. A few were afraid of him and learned to avoid 
challenging him publicly. Late afternoons, he played the 
piano. 1 would often stop by for him at the music building 
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on the way to dinner and spend half an hour listening He 
did not waste time maturing, he did not make any of the 
obvious mistakes. His hold was too good. That winter he 
was Lenin, Mozart, and Locke all rolled into one. But there 
was unfortunately not enough time to be all three And so 
in the .spring, he passed through a crisis. It was necessary to 
make a choice. But, whatever it was he chose, that would 
be the most important. How could it be otherwise ? He 
gave up attending meetings and practising the piano, he 
banished the party rciiorts as trash, and decided to become 
a political philosopher. There was a general purge Every- 
thing else went. Anti-Duhring and The Critique of the 
Gotha Programme sank to the rear of the bottom shelf of 
his bookcase and were supplanted at the top by Bentham 
anc Locke. Now he had decided, and in dead earnestness he 
followcc greatness. Inevitably, he fell short of his models 
He would never admit that he wanted to become another 
Lcxke, but there he was. wearing himself thin svith the 
!h|° , “ emulation, increasingly angry at himself, and un- 
able to admit that the scale of his ambition was defeating 

He IS stubborn. Just as. in the old days it disgraced 
him to confess that he was not familiar with a book or a 
statement that came under his jurisdiction, hj now Sn 
no acknowledge that his plan has mi.scarricd. But then it 

i lot ill" I” — He 

does not like to forget a date or a name or the proper form 

If vo'u'^'vv-." 's his difficulty. 

If ,\ou uarn him that there is a fi.ssure at his feet he 

ansvsers. no, you must be mistaken'. But when it can no 

&d;s;:yS -^^oug^s: 

a re^!o'r ‘’""omle.ss avidity. Our lives 
arc .so precious to us. we are so watchful of ns aste Or ner 

Ocstiin r'hlnk'ui;; 'T" 

Ios.sibilit> . It IS a diflcrent thing to value oneself, and to 
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prize oneself crazily. And then there are our plans, idea- 
lizations. These are dangerous, too. They can consume us 
like parasites, eat us, drink us, and leave us lifelessly pros- 
trate. And yet we are always inviting the parasite, as if we 
were eager to be drained and eaten. 

It is because we have been taught there is no limit to 
what a man can be. Six hundred years ago, a man was 
what he was born to be. Satan and the Church, representing 
God, did battle over him. He, by reason of his choice, par- 
tially decided the outcome. But whether, after life, he went 
to hell or to heaven, his place among other men was given. 
It could not be contested. But, since, the stage has been 
reset and human beings only walk on it, and, under this 
revision, we have, instead, history to answer to. We were 
important enough then for our souls to be fought over. 
Now, each of us is responsible for his own salvation, which 
is in his greatness. And that, that greatness, is the rock our 
hearts are abraded on. Great minds, great beauties, great 
lovers and criminals surround us. From the great sadness 
and desperation of Werthers and Don Juans we went to 
the great ruling images of Napoleons; from these to mur- 
derers who had that right over victims because they were 
greater than the victims; to men who felt privileged to 
approach others with a whip; to schoolboys and clerks who 
roared like revolutionary lions; to those pimps and subway 
creatures, debaters in midnight cafeterias who believed they 
could be great in treachery and catch the throats of those 
they felt were sound and well in the lassos of their morbi- 
dity; to dreams of greatly beautiful shadows embracing on 
a flawless screen. Because of these things we hate immoder- 
ately and punish ourselves and one another immoderately. 
The fear of lagging pursues and maddens us. The fear lies 
in us like a cloud. It makes an inner climate of darkness. 
And occasionally there is a storm and hate and wounding 
rain out of us. 
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7 January 

Adler’s bureau is sending him to San Francisco for two 
weeks. He is leaving tomorrow. Our talk will have to be put 


8 January 

John Pearl writes of an exhibit of his pictures at a 
jmen s club in New York. It was not a success. For want 
of space they crowded his things into the dining-room, then 
held w many Red Cross luncheons that no one could get in 
He sold nothing. A lady who admired a still life wanted to 

flo r fo'' her daughter’s bedroom - three 

floweis m a blue vase. ’Only three .> A fourth flower will 

cost you twenty-five dollars more. It’ll fill the picture out 

Thats very reasonable.’ She pondered this but in the end 

she decided three would be enough. Her husband grew 

peonies; she vyould have the flowers and a vase sent over 

roses' Pe?’ - '”""' '‘"r- ‘ " " t‘ilking about 

oscs eonies are too big for the price. I’ll have to charge 

ten dollars extra for each flower. It’s the standard rate for 

ers uith a three-inch diameter. A lemon will be ten 

dollars more, unpeelecl. Half-peeled, fifteen dollars ’ 

susjidclur said. She had become 

thin’rL"’‘''’"T there are. They’re a little lower 

than the ernes I cpioted \ ou. The Jones Street Convention of 

serious ?onl f ‘^e woman was so 

■ canin' ‘iRencv. drawing 
Aik t r I headacln- office girls’ 

the adult. 

mendous unimportanc e of mv "UiT k k''’ IT 

ui in\ woiK. it IS nonsense. Mv 
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employers are nonsensical. The job therefore leaves me 
free. There’s nothing to it. In a way it’s like getting a piece 
of bread from a child in return for wiggling your ears. It 
is childish. I am the only one in this fifty-three-storey 
building who knows how childish it is. Everybody else 
takes it seriously. Because this is a fifty-three-storey build- 
ing, they think it must be serious. “This is life 1 “ I say, this 
is pish, nonsense, nothing ! The real world is the world of 
art and of thought. There is only one worth-while sort of 
work, that of the imagination.’ 

It is an attractive idea, it confers a sort of life on him, 
sets him off from the debased dullness of those fifty-three 
storeys. He is not making this up. I know him. He has no 
reason to lie to me. He is telling me what he feels : that 
he has escaped a trap. That really is a victory to celebrate. 
I am fascinated by it, and a little jealous. He can maintain 
himself. Is it because he is an artist ? I believe it is. Those 
acts of the imagination save him. But what about me? I 
have no talent for that sort of thing. My talent, if I 
have one at all, is for being a citizen, or what is today 
called, most apologetically, a good man. Is there some 
sort of personal effort I can substitute for the imagina- 
tion? 

That, I am unable to answer. But certainly he is better 
off. There he is in New York, painting; and in spite of the 
calamity, the lies and moral buggery, the odium, the detri- 
tus of wrong and sorrow dropped on every heart, in spite 
of these, he can keep a measure of cleanliness and free- 
dom. Besides, those acts of the imagination are in the 
strictest sense not personal. Through them he is connected 
with the best part of mankind. He feels this and he can 
never be isolated, left aside. He has a community. I have 
this six-sided box. And goodness is achieved not in a 
vacuum, but in the company of other men, attended by 
love, I, in this room, separate, alienated, distrustful, find in 
niy purpose not an open world, but a closed, hopeless jail. 
My perspectives end in the walls. Nothing of the future 
comes to me. Only the past, in its shabbiness and innocence. 
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Some men seem to know exactly where their opportunities 

lie. they break prisons and cross whole Siberias to pursue 
them. One room holds me. ^ 

\\ hen the Italian General Bergonzoli (I think it was 
Bergonzoli) was captured in Libya, he would not discuss 
nulitaiy matters or the strategy that led to his defeat, but 
Mid, lease! I am not a soldier. I am primarily a poet ' ’ 

rccognize the advantage of the artist!^ these 




I boot '"she "ha']' 'T the shelves for 

a book she had put away months before and was musing 

aloud about its disa[)pcarance. ^ 

1 was trimming my nails, listening absently, guiding the 
m> e rest ent shears awa>- from the quick, and wms as ? can 

^P on’he’th""" "ith the gathering 

had lent Kitty Daumier a book. ' 1 

_‘V\ hat did > ou sa>- j ou were looking for f 

/mers' llaVe”" ^ small, blue book. Dub- 

iincrs. Have you seen it ? 

‘It must be around.' 

'Help me look ’ 

-hy don. ..u 

sea^i!ty:;Hm;Ibrsm^ -- - 

.You won ^ 

turnhirup'rom'hVh'mr'lt’ out of sight and 

case.' behind the 

‘ket’s move it.’ 

■No. I, Ncx. ,i„,e M,,Hc holds ., go„e„l clcning.' , pickrf 
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up the clippings in pinches and threw them into the waste- 
basket : ‘I ought to bury them, by rights.’ 

‘Those? Why?’ She stood up, in her blue figured wrap, 
to ease her back against the wall. ‘1 can’t stay bent over 
very long. Old age.’ 

‘Nails, hair, all cuttings and waste from the body. Fear 
of sorcery.’ 

‘The door’s been locked for days; he couldn’t have taken 
it. Anyhow, what would he do with Dubliners V 

‘Vanaker V 

‘Yes,’ Iva was still sure he was responsible for the dis- 
appearance of her perfume bottles. 

‘I’ll dig the book up tomorrow,’ I said. 

‘But it should be here.* 

‘Very well, it should. But if it’s not, it won’t appear, no 
matter how determined you are.’ 

‘You mean it isn’t in the room ?’ 

‘I’m not saying that.’ 

‘Then what do you mean ?’ 

‘I mean you’d rather waste an evening looking for it than 
read another book.’ 

She said indignantly: ‘You told me to read it yourself. 
You insisted.’ 

‘But that was long ago, months and months ago. You 
should have read it in a few hours.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘And it’s months and months since you 
took an interest in me. Lately, for all you care, I might just 
as well not be here. You pay no attention to what I 
say. If I didn’t come home for a week you wouldn’t miss 
me.* 


I received this charge in silence, 

‘Well ?’ she said aggressively, 

‘Ah, that’s all foolishness.’ 

‘That’s no sort of answer.* 

‘Iva, it’s this situation we’re in. It’s 
But it isn’t permanent.’ 

‘You mean you’ll go away soon, and 
of it,’ 


changed us both, 
that’ll be the end 
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‘Oh,’ I said, irritated, ‘don't nag. It is the situation. You 

know it is.’ 

‘It certainly has changed you.’ 

‘Ot course it has; it would change anyone.’ 

Rising, I took my coat from the hanger and went to the 
door. 

‘Where are you going ?’ 

‘To get some air. It’s stuffy here.’ 

‘Can't you see it’s raining? But I suppose even that’s 
better than spending the evening with a nagging wife.’ 

Right, it is better !’ I exclaimed. 1 had no more patience. 
For ten cents they 11 bunk me in a flophouse, no questions 
asked. You needn't expect me back tonight.’ 

‘That's right, advertise to the entire house * 

‘It’s just like you to worry about the house. Damn the 
house. It s more shameful to act this way than that the 

house should know. I don’t give a bloody damn about the 
house ! ’ 


‘Joseph ! ’ she said. 

I shut the door with a crash, already aware, under my 
anger, that this was beneath me and altogether out of 
proportion to the provocation. 1 pulled my hat down against 
the rain. Our windows, with their glowing shades, set two 
orange rectangles, trade-marks of warmth and comfort, 
against the downpour and the dark, the glitter of the trees,' 
the armour of ice on the street. 7 he intense cold of the past 
week had lifted. Fog had succeeded it. rising in spongy grey 
blooms from the soaked walks, hovering in the yards and 
over the hollows blinking with rain and changes of colour 
from the muffled signal lights - green, amber, red. amber, 
green, shuttering down the street. Mr Vanaker’s window 
went up. He threw a bottle, using the neck as a hilt. It 
landed softly into the clay, beside the others: there were 
dozens of bottles among the bushes, their high shoulders 
streaming as though drops of mercury were falling on 
them from the withes. The window was run down hastily. 

My shoes, their once neat points scuffed and turned up. 
squashed, as i walked, through half a dozen leaks. 1 moved 



towards the corner, inhaling the odours of wet clothes and 
of wet coal, wet paper, wet earth, drifting with the puffs 
of fog. Low, far out, a horn uttered a dull cry, subsided; 
again. The street lamp bent over the kerb like a woman 
who cannot turn homeward until she has found the ring 
or the coin she dropped in the ice and gutter silt. I heard 
behind me the clicking of a feminine stride and, for a 
moment, thought that Iva had come after me, but it was 
a stranger who passed at the awning of the corner store, 
her face made bleary by the woolly light and the shadowy 
fur-piece at her throat. The awning heaved; twists of water 
ran through its rents. Once more the horn bawled over the 
water, warning the lake tugs from the headlands. It was 
not hard to imagine that there was no city here at all, and 
not even a lake but, instead, a swamp and that despairing 
bawl crossing it; wasting trees instead of dwellings, and 
runners of vine instead of telephone wires. The bell of an 
approaching streetcar drove this vision off. I hailed it and, 
paying my fare, remained on the platform. It was not far 
to Kitty’s. If my shoes had been watertight, I would have 
walked. 

My purpose was not to retrieve the book — though, of 
course, I might as well ask her to return it while I was there 
“but to see Kitty. 

I don’t recall how she came to ask me for the book, nor 
how it was that I volunteered to give it to her. She would 
not have heard of it, and I cannot conceive in what con- 
nexion I mentioned it. Here was one more conflux I could 
not trace or interpret. Kitty — but I do not say this in dis- 
praise — is not an intelligent or even clever girl. She is sim- 
ple, warm, uncomplicated, and matter-of-fact. Two years 
ago I had mapped out a Caribbean tour for her, and she 
had come in later to tell me what a good time she had 
had and to ask me to appraise some of the things she had 
bought. For that purpose I went to her apartment. She 
accepted my verdict of her tourist stuff so casually and 
treated me with such a marked friendliness that I began to 
think — not without a touch of pleased excitement — that 
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she was less interested in the appraisal than in me At the 
first opportunity, I mentioned Iva, but it was apparent from 
her reaction or lac k of reaction that she had talSIi my being 

not'exi t ”Th^e'‘'"‘“'' as such did 

not exist. There were only people. Then began a conversa 

non on marriage and love which I don't cafe to remember 

talk oi ■ n plain that while I would 

talk of such matters I would not venture beyond talk I 

vas, however, flattered that such a handsome woman 
ot’hers o^f r’""; of ‘he 

an. 7 .1 themselves absurd with the 

k ties and beach boys. She could not stand that kind of 

hIp characterless romantic Latin faces 

hlleci her with aversion. They were such vapid-looking m^ 

As I was Icxaving. her friendh- hand .somehow finished 

f’or again for a month. Then one dav she 
^V'M^eci up to moat Inter-American and. without preiimina 

''^hS'l^en'llcisy.-'' ‘ that we 

tos“l,er,-"°' '■'" I'-’™ ™pper 

ti.e <io.p. .hi„k 

ck^ , niirciv ners. I had dominated her for vnrs- 

his o„. ’ ''-hic »n.pl>- .,nd of 

traditions, the helvenlv Vri ’ ^ v'''' 'f'’ 




that Iva did not want to be towed. Those dreams inspired 
by Burckhardt’s great ladies of the Renaissance and the no 
less profound Augustan women were in my head, not hers. 
Eventually I learned that Iva could not live in my infatua- 
tions. There are such things as clothes, appearances, furni- 
ture, light entertainment, mystery stories, the attractions of 
fashion magazines, the radio, the enjoyable evening. What 
could one say to them ? Women - thus I reasoned — were 
not equipped by training to resist such things. You might 
force them to read Jacob Boehme for ten years without 
diminishing their appetite for them; you might teach them 
to admire Walden but never convert them to wearing old 
clothes. Iva was formed at fifteen, when I met her, with 
likes and dislikes of her own which (because, for some 
strange reason, 1 opposed them) she set aside until the time 
when she could defend or simply assert them. Hence our 
difficulty. There were nervous quarrels. She, in brave, shaky, 
new defiance, started to enjoy her independence. I let her 
alone, pretending indifferenx::^^^^ 

Now I began to visit Kitty Daumier frequently. She lived 
in a rooming house similar to the one where Iva and 1 had 
stayed the first two years of our marriage, before we could 
afford a flat. I partly blamed the flat for the change in Iva 
and so took some pleasure in Kitty's rooms. Her furniture 
was soiled, the wallpaper next to the mirror was smeared 
with lipstick, clothes were flung about, the bed was always 
unmade, and she was careless about herself, trying to rule 
her hair with a single comb, pulling it back constantly from 
her solid face with its large brows and large mouth. An 
affectionate, worldly, impudent, generous face. 

We talked about all kinds of ordinary things. My friends 
were leaving the city, one by one. I found no comfort in 
them anyway. I would not have held these conversations 
with anyone but Kitty. But I had learned to discern the 
real Kitty, the lively, plump, high-coloured, scented, gross 
girl, behind the talk. I liked her. Beyond talk, however, Kitty 
and I did not go. She freely admitted that she ‘liked being 
with men* if they were the kind that interested her. I did 
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interest her. We were amiable towards each other and were 
continually smiling. And the burden of the amiability and 
the smiles, as we both understood, was twofold: the inten- 

smile'^"*^ check; the smiles checked us. I continued to 

Until, one wet and prematurely cold evening in early 
fall 1 t ame m to find her in bed. drinking rum and tea. She 
had been caught in the ram and chilled. 1 sat by the bedside 
ho ding a cup of whisky that was daubed along the rim 
wuh hpstick (her mark : towels, pillowcases, spoons, nap- 
ns, forks al bore it). The room, in its usual state - the 

wii’hTh ^ I f ‘he doll 

vyith the telephone concealed in its petticoat, the framed 

Venetian .scene, the drying slip hung from an elbow of the 

steampipe - was no longer, for some reason, the usual 

comfortable anchorage. 1 was not smiling. 1 had not smiled 

mce entering^ She sipped her drink, her head raised ht 

veen the deft of the raised pillows; her chin, when she 

owered the cup, ne.stled above the other cleft, the world's 

flesh bee"'’^'' ' "‘‘"‘her. tender division of the 

f^sh beginning high above the lace line of her nightgown. 

hc,rr3.‘'wSr' 

‘I .said, will you bring my bag ? It's in the next room ’ 

^ up, gracclcssly. 

W want to powder.’ 

‘Oh. sure.* 

•riaS"? ‘he round rug. 

I racked your mat up. I'm sorry.' 1 said 

She shifted and looked, balancing the cup. 

I should have asked you to take your shoes off.' 

grew deepen' 

Why. that i,sn't what I meant at all. Vou poor thinp 

- ntin^;:Ud 

I bent to unlace my shoes. m>' head suddenh' gorged with 
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blood. ‘Wet through and through/ she said. ‘Give them 
here, and I’ll hang them up for you.’ I saw my socks appear 
beside the slip. She was standing before me, holding out a 
towel. ‘Dry yourself. Do you want to catch pneumonia ?' 
As 1 lowered myself to the chair, her hand passed over my 
head and grasped the chain of the lamp, yanking it rudely. 

I could hear it in the darkness, beating against the shell of 
the bulb. I waited for the sound to subside, then reached 
upward. She intercepted my fingers. ‘It would only be 
putting it off, Joey,’ she said. Withdrawing my hand, I 
hurriedly began to undress. She groped her way around the 
chair and sat on the bed. ‘I knew you’d see it my way 
sooner or later/ 

‘Darling ! ’ 

1 ‘saw it her way* for two months, or until she began 
hinting at my leaving Iva. She claimed that Iva did not treat 
me well and that we were not suited to each other. I had 
never given her cause to think so, but she said she could 
tell, I have no real appetite for guile: the strain of living in 
both camps was too much. And I was unlike myself. I was 
out of character. It did not take me long to see that at the 
root of it all was my unwillingness to miss anything. A 
compact with one woman puts beyond reach what others 
might give us to enjoy; the soft blondes and the dark, 
aphrodisiacal women of our imaginations are set aside. 
Shall we leave life not knowing them ? Must we ? Avidity 
again. As soon as I recognized it, I began to bring the affair 
with Kitty to a close. It died in the course of a long con- 
versation, in which I made it clear that a man must accept 
limits and cannot give in to the wild desire to be every- 
thing and everyone and everything to everyone. She was 
disappointed but also pleased by my earnestness, the tone 
I took, and felt honoured to have her mind, her superior 
nature, thus addressed. We agreed that I was to continue 
visiting her on a friendly basis. There was nothing wrong 
in that, was there ? Why not be sensible ? She liked me, 
liked listening to me; she had already learned a great deal. 
Did she understand, I asked, that my motives had nothing 
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to do with her. personally In many ways I was reluctant 

. .. I . was not the kind who could keep too many irons 
in the fire, she finished for me good-naturedly. 

t was a great relief. But the matter was not ended. I felt 

valuid^ h° though to assure her that 1 

valued her as much as ever. Had she thought my interest 

n her was at an end. she would have been deeply offended 

W thThe""'' '"r*; °'’'ig‘^tory and o^tisided. for 

ith the onset of the dangling days it was a po,sitive relief 
o drop in now and then to smoke a few cigarettes and 
drink a glass of rum. I was comfortable with Kitty 
The missing book reminded me that I had not seen her 
or some weeks, and I thought I would spend the rest of 
the evening with her and avoid bickering with Iva and 

going to sleep in raw temper. ^ ° 

The transom over Kitty’s door appeared dark but the 

room vyas not unoccupied. 1 heard^er vdee beSr^! 

knot ked. There was a brief silence. I took off m\- glo4 and 
knocked again. Kitty’s transom has been laenuLd c^ver 
because, fretm the staircase, one can easily peer into 
apartment. It was not easy to tell, therefoie.^whether the 

tL shTmiX' be'in Uie'adi'''''- ' 

and Kitty appeared, t .v'gTe ^o'd orLr'drSg'gw" 

decided to drop in for a boo[ ShVrf 
-..b I mentioned with ^na;^ipSm 

,1 clo„ . know whclKT I c,,„ .on, , .o|,licd. 

‘Yes; 

" "as her look Sko bcs,,„ relish ,he 

8.1 


situation and, her arm casually stretched across the door, 
smiled at me and now did not seem at all displeased at 
having been found out. 

'Are you working V 

‘No.’ 

'Then what keeps you busy V 

‘Oh, something's come up. I can’t come. But I have to 
have the book. It isn't mine, you see. . . . ’ 

‘It’s Iva’s?’ 

1 nodded. Glancing into the room, I caught sight of a 
man’s shirt hanging on the back of a chair. Had I edged 
over a few inches, 1 know I would have seen a man’s arm 
on the coverlet. The room was always kept overheated and, 
through the haze, the thick, comfortable yet stirring scent 
I had come to associate with her was diffused. It reached 
me here in the hall, arousing nostalgia and envy in me, 
and I could not resist feeling that, like a fool, 1 had irrevo- 
cably thrown away the comfort and pleasure she had of- 
fered me in an existence barren of both. She looked behind, 
and then turned to me with a smile, but half in contempt, 
as much as to say, ‘It isn’t my fault that that isn’t your 
shirt hanging on the chair.’ 

1 said angrily : ‘When can I get it V 

‘The book V 

‘It’s important that 1 get it back,’ I said. ‘Can’t you locate 
it now ? I’ll wait.’ 

She seemed surprised. ‘I’m afraid not. Suppose I mail it 
tomorrow, will that be all right ?’ 

‘It’ll have to be, from the looks of it.’ 

‘Well, good night then, Joseph.’ She closed the door. 

I stood looking up at the transom. The streaks of light 
flashed out. It was left a tarnished dull brown. I started 
down the stairs, breathing the staleness of cabbage and 
bacon and of the dust sifting behind the wallpaper. As I 
approached the second floor, 1 saw in the apartment below, 
through the open bar of the doorway, a woman in a slip, 
sitting before the mirror with a razor, her arm crooked 
backward, a cigarette on the ledge of the radio beside her, 
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and from it two curling prongs of smoke rising. The sight of 
her held me momentarily; then, possibly because the sound 
of niy steps had ceased, or sensing that she was being 
watched, she looked up, startled - a broad, angry face I 
hurried down the remaining stairs into the vestibule, with 
Its ageless nameless, rooming-house hangings, its plush 
chairs, high varnished, sliding doors, and, on the grained 
oak board, the brass nipples of call bells. From various parts 
of the house there were sounds : of splashing and frying 
of voices raised in argument or lowered in appeasement or 
persuasion, singing popular songs : 

'Dinner in the diner 
Nothing could be finer 
Chattanooga choochoo . , / 

of chiming telephones, of the janitor's booming radio one 
floor below. On a pedestal a bronze Laocoon held in his 
suffering hands a huge, barbarically furred headpiece of a 
lampshade with fringes of blackened lace. Buttoning my 

flTu 'T as I did so. 

she H slipped back into bed and that 

together again, his appetite increased by the intrusion A^d 

1 e could objectively find no reason why she should 

not do as she pleased. I found myself neverthdess ambigu- 
ously resentful and insulted. ammgu 

induce of thir and. 

thi£ne?waterh^'"i "here death waited in the 

f. ^ . his lizard jaws open, there was a clean 

vvi d haersunk" h Tlfough the clouds the 

w ind had sunk a hole in which a few stars dipped. 1 ran to 

cnsh?nrf’ puddles. A streetcar was in sight 

crashing forward, rocking on its trucks from side to side 

nd nicking sparks from the waving cable. I caught it while 

w^as in motion and stood on the platform, pmiting- the 

conductor was .s<i\ ing that it was bad business m flip^a car 

were swept „,r with Ui:;k'’„'g"tough 
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floods of air, the noise of the gong drowning under the horn 
of the wind. 

‘Reg’lar gale/ said the conductor, gripping the hand rail. 

A young soldier and a girl got on, both drunk; an elderly 
woman with a pointed, wolfish face; a seedy policeman, 
who stood with his hands buried in his pockets so that he 
seemed to be holding his belly, his chin lowered on the 
flaps of his collar; a woman in a short skirt and fur chubby, 
her stockings wrinkled over her knees, her eyes watering, 
and her teeth set. 

'You’d think,’ said the conductor pityingly as she worked 
her way through the car, ‘that a woman like that, who ain’t 
no youngster, would stay home close to the steam on a 
night like this, instead of knockin’ around on late cars. 
Unless,’ he added to the policeman and me, ‘she’s out on 
business,’ and showed his yellow teeth in a smile. 

‘Do’ch’ster next. Do’ch’ster!’ 

I jumped off and struggled homeward against the wind, 
stopping for a while under the corner awning to catch my 
breath. The clouds were sheared back from a mass of stars 
chattering in the hemispheric blackness — the universe, this 
windy midnight, out on its eternal business. 

I found Iva waiting up for me. She did not ask where 
I had been, taking it for granted, I suppose, that 1 had 
followed my custom after quarrels, of walking along the 
lake shore. In the morning we had a short talk and were 

reconciled. 


13 January 

A DARK, burdensome day. I stormed up from sleep this 
morning, not knowing what to do first — whether to reach 
for my slippers or begin immediately to dress, turn on the 
radio for the news, comb my hair, prepare to shave. I fell 
back into bed and spent an hour or so collecting myself. 
Watching the dark beams from the slats of the blind wheel- 
ing on the upper wall. Then I rose. There were low 
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clouds; the windows streamed. The surrounding roofs - 

green, raw red blackened brass — shone like potlids in a 
darkened kitchen. 

At eleven I had a haircut. 1 went as far as Sixty-third 

Street for lunch and ate at a white counter amid smells of 

fr\ ing fish, looking out on the iron piers in the street and 

the huge paving brit ks like the plates of the boiler-room 

floor in a huge liner. Above the restaurant, on the other 

corner, a hamburger with arms and legs balanced on a 

fiery wire, leaned towards a jar of mustard. 1 wiped up the 

sweet sediment in my cup with a piece of bread and went 

out to walk through large melting flakes. 1 wandered 

through a tcn-c cm store, examining the comic valentines. 

thought of buying envelopes, and bought instead a bag of 

chocolate creams. 1 ate them hungrily. Next. 1 was drawn 

into a shooting gallery. 1 paid for twenty shots and fired 

less than halt, hitting none of the targets. Back in the street 

I warmed myself at a salamander flaming in an oil drum 

near a news-stand with its wall of magazines erec ted under 

the shelter of the 1:1. .Scenes of love and horror. Afterward. 

I went into a Cihristian .Science Reading Room and picked 

up the Monitor. 1 did not read it. 1 sat holding it. trying 

to think of the name of the company whose gas stoves used 

to be achertised on the front page of the Manchester 

Guardian. A little later 1 was in the street again, in front 

of t.oulon s gymnasium, looking at photographs of boxers. 

f oung Salemi, now with the Rangers in the South Pacific.’ 
V\ hat beautiful shouiclers ! 

I started bat k. c hoosing unfamiliar streets. They turned 
out to be no cliflerent from the ones 1 knew. Two men were 
sawing a tree. A dog sprang from behind a fence without 
warning yapping. 1 hate such clogs. A man in a mackinaw 
and red boots stood m the centre of a lot. throwing boxes 

hi ‘i* l ‘"■■ " itKlow of a stone house, a child, a 

in a paper crown. He wore a 
anket over his shoulders and. for a sceptre, he held a thin 
ge n stick in his thin fingers. Catching sight of me. he 
ifidcniy converted his sceptre into a rille. He drew a bead 
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on me and fired, his lips moving as he said, ‘Bang!’ He 
smiled when I took off my hat and pointed in dismay to an 
imaginary hole. 

The book arrived in the noon mail. 1 will find it tonight. 
I hope that will be the last deception imposed on me. 


14 January 


I MET Sam Pearson, Iva’s cousin, on Fifty-seventh Street 
today. He said, ‘Well, I didn’t expect to see you, are you 
still among us ?’ He knew I was. 

I said, glumly, ‘I’m not in Alaska.’ 

‘What are you doing with yourself ?’ 

‘Nothing.* 

He smiled, allowing me my joke. ‘Who was it that told 
me you were taking a course in a trade school , . . 

A: ‘That’s just a rumour.’ 

Q : ‘What are you doing, then ^ 

A: ‘Just living off Iva.* 

Again he smiled, but he was no longer Sre of 
Q : ‘I heard you were studying, or somethin'g 
A : ‘No, I just sit at home all day and do noth 
Q: ‘Nothing?’ ^ 

A: ‘Absolutely nothing.* 

Q: ‘Oh, well, I suppose we’ll all be going soon, won’t 
we ?’ (Sam has three half -grown children). 

A: ‘If the manpower shortage becomes any more acute.’ 
It’s time 1 was uncivil to Sam. He has always, by his 
questions, exercised a social or family tyranny over me, 
checking on my suitability for Iva. No doubt he will report 
this to the Almstadts, - 7 

r ^ 



Look out for yourself, and t 




15 January 


Yesterday I had a talk with Mr Fanzel, the tailor, an Alsa- 
tian gentleman. Last spring he bought some Lille thread 
about two hundred spools, at a bargain. He paid twenty- 
ve cents a spool; today the price is .seventy -five cents He 
does not intend to .sell any of it. The increase goes into the 
prments he .sews, and he is busier now than he was in his 
best year, 1928. One of his customers has just ordered six 
new suits and two sports jackets. 'Pretty soon 1 mavbe won't 
have material. 1 got to look ahead. So 1 make higher the 
price,' .says Mr Fanzel. Which is his kind of svisdom busi- 
ness wisdom. If ever> body takes care of number one the 
general welfare is assured. A year ago Mr Fanzel sewed a 
button to my coat gratis; this year he charged fifteen cents 
Icrhaps he used precious Lille thread, or perhaps the value 
of his time has increased, now that he has so manv custo- 
mers. Mr Fanzel is frightened. He makes an outward show 
of confidence and of riding the wave but in manv wavs 
nianifests his terror. The tenants of his building who were 
on relief four years ago now have become highh' paid 
defence workers, and one of them, to his consternation 
las week came clown and orderexi a suit costing eightv 
dollais Heretofore Mr lanzcl's customers have been^he 
rich o the Kenwood district. He could not stop talking 
about his tenant whom he was once on tlu^ verge of evic t 
mg. and who now cMins a hundred and ten dollars a week 
Mr Fanzel is master onl^■ of his .scissors and needles, not 
of hegre-ater fate that makes such c hanges, and. in his fear 
uith \\at.s and transformcxl tenants and. it mav be. even the 
.shadow of Jell Forman's falling plane c rossing his securitv 

luitTw M f’ ' ^ 

woith foitv. and fifteen cents for a button he formciTv 
seued cult of kindness. Mr Fanzel is innocent. I blame the 
spiiitual climate. In it we enjov our gohber of Jeff Forman 
Mthout a thought lor him. let alone a word of gratitude. 
Supple IS supply, and demand is demand. Thev will be 

mc'i" ; t' 

meat, canne-ci peas. sex. or tobacco. For eeer\- need there 
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is an entrepreneur, by a marvellous providence. You can 
find a man to bury your dog, rub your back, teach you 
Swahili, read your horoscope, murder your competitor. 
In the megapolis, all this is possible. There was a Parisian 
cripple in the days of John Law, the Scottish speculator, 
who stood in the streets renting out his hump for a writing 
desk to people who had no convenient place to take their 
transactions. 

What can poor Mr Fanzel do ? He must make money 
while he can; he is one of the little people. He barely 
managed to hold on to his property during the crash. 
Though he knows I am not working, he must charge fifteen 
cents for sewing the button. Otherwise, through his very 
kindness, he may find himself among the hindmost, where 
the devil, who is so far among the foremost he has doubled 
his trail, can snatch him up. And then who, if he keeps 
down his prices and allows himself impulses of charity, 
will furnish Mr Fanzel his roast, his cabbage, his roll and 
coffee, his bed, his roof, his morning Tribune, the price of 
his movie, and his Prince Albert tobacco ? 

He showed me an article by former President Hoover 
which advocated the abolition of all control over prices, 
thus encouraging manufacturing initiative in the inter- 
ests of increased armament production. 

‘What do you think ?’ he said. 

‘What do you think of it, Mr Fanzel ?’ 

‘Such a plan would save the country.’ 

‘But should we pay them to save the country? Have 
they no other reason to manufacture these things ?’ 

‘They are in business.’ 

‘Aren’t they making lots of money now ?’ 

‘More will be better for everybody. It’s business. Ah,* 
he laughed, waving his hand at me, ‘you don’t understand 
it. They will work harder and we will win the war faster.’ 

‘But the prices will go up, and then more money will 
be like less money.’ 

‘Oh, oh, you don’t understand it,’ he said, snuffing with 
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laughter through the ginger-coloured hairs of his nose 
and moustache. 

Mr f anzel. when you sew a dress for your wife do 
you ( harge her for it ?' 

I make only men’s garments, not ladies’.' 

I laid three nk kels on the counter and picked up the coat 

You think It over,’ he called to me. ‘They don’t make 
a man the president for nothing.’ 

1 walked away, fingering the button which had been 

ts'’tnbil7 "'f’ '^'-^ighing the value of 

ts stability .pmst that of the fifteen cents, representing 

three cups of coffee, or three cigars, or a glass-and-a-half 

bcei, or five morning papers, or something less than a 

bmakHsrI '^ree telephone calls, or one 

breakfast. Iva s cheque at the library having been held up 

1 went without breakfast. Monev has been scarce this 

week. But it does not disturb me to miss a meal now and 

hem. I do not use as many caloric's as an active man and 

I have fat to spare. .Mr Fan/el, 1 am sure, would have 

been appalled to learn that he had deprived me of mv 

toast and coflec. anti despite the fact that he has everv 

theoretic al right to a c lear consc ienc e. I should be taking 

cate of myself. He can’t be responsible for me I ret ail 

the words of the suitor l.u/hin in Crime and Punishment. 

k h -IS been reading the Imglish economists, or c laims he 

hns. II I were to tear my coat in half.’ he savs. ’in order 

o syire It with some wretch, no one would be benefited 

Both t,f us would shiver in the cold,’ .And whv should 

both shuei . Is it not better that one should be warm’ 

An unimpeac hable conclusion. If I were to tell this to 

1 It lan/el (without mentioning breakfast), he would 

c’crtainlv agree. Life is hard. \ etc vietis! The wretched 
must suiter. 


F AiK!.'\ (juiet dny. 
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i 8 January 


I SAT watching Marie this morning as she changed the 
sheets and dusted and washed the windows. To see her at 
the windows fascinated me especially. It was merely her 
work, but even she seemed to derive a sober pleasure 
from it, following the rag over the glitter with her eyes, 
pulling the frames back and forth on their resonant cords, 
moving the curved water line further and further across the 
spotted glass. 

To make a dirty surface clean - a very simple, very 
human matter. I, while shining shoes, grew partly aware of 
it. In those moments at the window, how different Marie 
was, how purely human as she rubbed the glass. I sometimes 
wonder if it can be entirely a source of pleasure to clean. 
There is too much urgency in it; sometimes it becomes a 
preoccupation of body and heart. ‘Ah, in anxiety I lie, think- 
ing, what surface tomorrow ?* But it has its importance 
as a notion of centre, of balance, of order. A woman learns 
it in the kitchens of her childhood, and it branches out from 
sinks, windows, -table tops, to the faces and hands of child- 
ren, and then it may become, as it does for some women, 
part of the nature of God. 


19 January 

Susie Parson came over in tears to ask Iva what to do 
about her husband. I withdrew and left them to talk. Susie 
and her husband wage an endless fight. He, Walter, is a 
ruddy, big-jawed, blond Dakota boy of the kind city girls 
are often attracted to. Susie, who was a schoolmate of Iva’s, 
is six years older than he. He resents this difference in their 
ages, he resents having been trapped into marriage, and, 
most of all, he resents the baby, Barbara. Recently Iva indig- 
nantly wanted me to punch his head for gagging the child 
with a handkerchief because she disturbed his sleep. Last 
week he pressed her jaws together for the same reason, 
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almost suffocating her. This week he bruised Susie’s face 
Iva advised Susie to leave him, and Susie says she intends to! 


20 January 

I v.A nnd I met downtown at six. The occasion was our sixth 
wedding anniversary. She had derided that we deserved 
a celebration. VVe had had none New Year's live. It had 
been a bad year - all the more reason for a good dinner 

and a bottle of french wine. She was determined that this 
was not to be just another evening. 

1 came down on the fl. getting off at the Randolph and 
Wabash station. I here were crooked streaks of red at one 
end of the street and. at the other, a band of black, soft as 
a stroke of charcoal: into it were hooked the tiny lights 
of the lake Iront. On the platform the rush-hour crowds 
were melting under the beams of oncoming trains. Each 
tram was followed by an interval of darkness, when the 
twin coloured lamps of the rear car hobbled around the 
curve. Sparks from the street below were caught and blan- 
ked in the heavy, flat ladder of ties. The pigeons under 
the soots , sheet-iron eaves were already asleep: their wad- 
ded shadows tell on the billboards and. with everv train, 

fluttered as though a prowler had sprung from the roof into 
tlieir roDst. 

I walkc'd along Fast Randolph .Street, stopping to look 
at the rich cakc's and the tropical fruits. When 1 came to 
the smokv alle\- alongside the librar\- where the south- 
bound c ars emerge, 1 sau a man sprawl out in front of me. 
and at once I was in the centre of a large crowd and. from 
a distance that could not have been as great as it seemed 

a mounted policeman standing before a Cottage Grove car 
w.rs ga/ing down. 

I he fallen man was ssell dressed and above middle age. 
His hat la\ c rushc-d under his large bald head, his tongue 
had come forward betu een his lips, his lips seemed swolien. 
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I stooped and tore at his collar. A button sprang away. By 
this time the policeman had pushed his way forward. I drew 
back, wiping my hands on a piece of paper. Together, we 
stared at the fallen man’s face. Then my attention was 
drawn to the policeman’s own face. It was long and as 
narrow as a boot. His features were sharp, red, wind- 
scarred, his jaws muscular, his sideburns whitish, inter- 
sected by the straps of his stiff blue cap. He blew his steel 
whistle. The signal was not necessary. Other uniformed men 
were already coming towards us. The first to arrive was 
elderly himself. He bent and reached into the fallen man’s 
pockets and produced an old-fashioned strap-fastened wallet 
like my father’s. He held up a card and spelled the name. 
The victim’s broad coat was hitched up behind, his chest 
and belly rose hugely together as he laboured, snoring, for 
breath. A path was cleared for the approaching ambulance. 
Its bell beat rapidly; the onlookers moved away, reluctant 
to disengage themselves. Would the red face go grey, the 
dabbled hands stop their rowing, the jaw drop ? Perhaps it 
was only an epileptic fit. 

As I withdrew with the others, I touched my forehead; 
it had begun to smart. My finger tips searched for the 
scratch Aunt Dina had left on it the night of my mother’s 
death. The nurse had called us. From all parts of the house 
we came running. My mother may still have been alive, 
though her eyes were shut, for when Aunt Dina threw her- 
self upon her, her lips seemed to move crookedly in a last 
effort to speak or kiss. Aunt Dina screamed. I tried to pull 
her from the body, and she lashed at me, clawing with 
enraged fingers. In the next blurred moment, my mother 
was dead. I was looking at her, my hand pressed to my 
face, hearing Aunt Dina cry, ‘She wanted to say some- 

I thing 1 She wanted to talk to me ! ’ 

To many in the fascinated crowd the figure of the man 
on the ground must have been what it was to me - a pre- 
vision. Without warning, down. A stone, a girder, a bullet 
flashes against the head, the bone gives like glass from a 
cheap kiln; or a subtler enemy escapes the bonds of years; 
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the blackness comes down; we lie, a great weight on our 
faces, straining towards the last breath which comes like 
the gritting of gravel under a heavy tread. 

I mounted the library stairs and from there saw the tall 
blue ambulance slip from the narrow passageway, the 
calm horse stepping away from the car. 

I mentioned nothing of this to Iva; I wanted to spare her. 
But I could not spare myself, and several times during 
dinner the image of the fallen man came between me and 
mv food, and 1 laid down my fork. We did not enjoy our 
t elebration. She thought I was ill. 


2f January 

Stisit: Parson came by in great excitement and said that 

she and her husband were going to Detroit. He has been 

offered a radio training course by the War Department. 

She hopes to be admitted to the same school. They are 

leaving the baby with Parson's sister, who is a 'twenty- 

six' girl in a downtown restaurant. •.She'll look after 

her: janey adores the kid. I'll write and tell vou how 

we're getting along. .And Iva. you'll stop bv once in a 

while and .see how she's getting along. I'll give vou Janev's 
addre.ss.’ 

•Of (ourse.’ said Iva. but coldlv. .»\nd after Susie had 
rushed away, she said, ‘That fool! What if something 
should happen to the babv 

'She doesn't want to lose her husband,' I said. 

'Pose him ? I would have shot him b\- now. Besides she's 

only making things worse. Me'll blame'her if an> thing goes 

wrong. And she believes she's doing it for love Oh be 
(luiet, you ! ■ 

Mr \ anaker was raking his throat, coughing, halting 

with a fleshy catch and coughing again. Anv disturbance in 

our room sets him off. He did not stop until Iva. with a 

show of temper unusual for her, banged on the wall with 
lU'r slipper. 
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22 January 


I ATE a large breakfast, intending to go without lunch. But 
at one o’clock, intensely hungry, 1 tossed aside Abt’s pam- 
phlet and went out for lunch. On the way back I bought 
several oranges and a large bar of chocolate. By four o’clock 
I had eaten them. Later, at Fallon’s I had a large dinner. 
And a few hours later, in the movies, I added to all this a 
whole package of caramels and most of a bag of mints. 
Now, at eleven, I am still hungry. 


24 January 

We had supper with the Almstadts yesterday. Cousin Sam 
has not reported me. I had prepared Iva by telling her of 
our conversation, but nothing was mentioned. Old Almstadt 
dominated the conversation, telling of the profits he could 
make if there were no shortage of supplies. My mother-in- 
law also is kept busy these days. Last week she baked a 
cake for the Russian Relief Bazaar. This week all the ladies 
of her club are contributing blood to the Red Cross. She 
knits a muffler a week. She tried gloves but had no success 
with them. She could not do the fingers. And the girls, Alma 
and Rose, complained that all the young men were dis- 
appearing into the Army and that only high-school boys 
were left. Mrs Almstadt again mentioned that she would 
like to have Iva with her when I was drafted. I said there 
was time enough to decide. I love Iva too much to turn her 
over to them. 

Next week we are going to my father’s. We have been 
declining my stepmother’s invitations for weeks; she is 
becoming offended. 


26 January 

In bed with a cold. Marie made tea for me in the morning. 
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Iva came home after lunch to nurse me. She brought a box 
of Louisiana strawberries and, as a treat, rolled^ them in 
powdered sugar. I he coverlet was starred with the green 
■stems She was at her most ample and generous besf She 
read to me lor an hour, and then we dozed off together I 
nwoke in the middle of the afternoon; she still^t , 
gazed up at the comfortable room and heard the slfght 
mixed rhythm of her breathing and mine. This endetfred 

patterns on the window turned brilliant; the trees like 

open,,! .,11 

s mew A T" 'T ™‘' ‘'““'I* 

rongl>. A day for a world without deformity or threat 
ciamage, and my pleasure in the weather was all the 
greater because it held its own beaut^• and wa e gaLd 

to some of the common objects in the room, liberating them 

rona ugliness. I lost the aversion 1 had hitherto fe t for the 

red oblong rug at the foot of the bed. the scrap of tapLtry 
on the radia or seat, the bubbles of paint on the white lintd 
he SIX knobs on the dres.ser I had formerlv compared to 

he fl^ ^ toothers. In the nuddle of 

the lloo. like an accidental device of serenity, lay a piece of 




P'-e^ure is brought to bear to make us under- 

th t eaTo 'us teaches 

Hat each of us is an inestimable prize. There arc then 

sehes: Ire h rdl''i\)' 'o value our- 

if one of us tak'*' o ^ schooled in (juictness and, 
coollv as it he "tTasionalls-, he does so 

? wning at h 'r ''is fingernails, not his soul. 

chTp r? bit , 'u "tnild at a 

to a^ccent the -'t'se. ot c ourse, we arc called upon 

ratiks un do Vi;;!t " " ■''t in 

senu- el couts r ’• ^ '’t'‘teh. to be 

ntiies, scouts, o, working-men. to be thcase in the train 
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when it is blown up, or those at the gates when they 
are locked, to be of no significance, to die. The result 
is that we learn to be unfeeling towards ourselves and 
incurious. Who can be the earnest huntsman of himself 
when he knows he is in turn a quarry ? Or nothing so 
distinctive as quarry, but one of a shoal, driven towards the 
weirs. 

But I must know what I myself am. 

It was good to lie in bed, awake, not dreaming. Hemmed 
in all day, inactive, I lie down at night in enervation and, 
as a result, 1 sleep badly. I have never known dreamless 
sleep. In the past, my dreams annoyed me by their pro- 
lixity, I went on foolish errands, and held even more foolish 
debates, and settled and arranged the most humdrum 
affairs. But now my dreams are more bare and ominous. 
Some of them are fearful. A few nights ago I found myself 
in a low chamber with rows of large cribs or wicker bassi- 
nets in which the dead of a massacre were lying. I am sure 
they were victims of a massacre, because my mission was 
to reclaim one for a particular family. My guide picked 
up a tag and said, ‘This one was found near . . .’ I do not 
remember the name; it ended in Tanza. It must have been 
Constanza. It was either there or in Bucharest that those 
slain by the Iron Guard were slung from hooks in a slaughter- 
house. I have seen the pictures. I looked at the reclining 
face and murmured that I was not personally acquainted 
with the deceased. I had merely been asked, as an outsider. 
... I did not even know the family well. At which my 
guide turned, smiling, and I guessed that he meant - there 
was not enough light in the vault to make his meaning un- 
ambiguous, but I thought I understood - Tt’s well to put 
oneself in the clear in something like this.’ This was his 
warning to me. He approved of my neutrality. As long as 
I took the part of the humane emissary, no harm would 
come to me. But it offended me to have an understanding 
with this man and to receive a smile of complicity from his 
pointed face. Could I be such a hypocrite ? ‘Do you think 
he can be found ?* I said. ‘Would he be here ?’ I showed my 
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disfrust We continued up the aisle; it was more like the 
path of a grey draught than anything so substantial as a 
floor The bodies, as I have said, were lying in cribs 
and looked remarkably infantile, their faces pinched and 
vvounded. I do not remember much more. I can picture only 

T I much like some of the rooms in 

the Industrial .Vluseum in Jac kson Park; the childlike bodies 
with pierced heads and limbs; my guide, brisk as a rat 
among his charges; an atmosphere of terror such as my 

rehr conjure for me. describing 

Gehenna and the damned until 1 shrieked and begged him 
to stop; anti the .syllables Tdtmj. ^ 

.Some of the other dreams have been only slightly less 

Atric i vve h") ‘ "''h 'he Army in North 

rlnrl u 1 ' Was tO 

^ra V ieci r "I u houses. 1 

crawled through the window, dropped from the clay sill 

ncl saw a grenade wired to the door, ridged and ugly' But 

I die not know where to begin, which ware to touch first 

My time- was limitc'd; I had other work before me I began 

oonT"! 'he far end of L 

room I aimed my pistol long and carefully at the ridges 

hit tlfe P ' M 'hat if I had 

hit the mark I would have killed myself. But I had scarcely 

to cut"lheV”t ■' 

to cut the lir.st Wire. 


I recognize in the guide of the first dream an ancien 

goat wandered over the cold rut<; rh-ir k 

as the rir. tu . become as hare 

set f foot tenr 
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pressure of its nose; the lips kissed me on the temple 
with a laugh and a groan. Blindly 1 ran, hearing again the 
gritting boots. The roused dogs behind the snaggle boards 
of the fences abandoned themselves to the wildest rage of 
barking. 1 ran, stumbling through drifts of ashes, into the 
street. 

Could the fallen man of last week have seen, had he 
chanced to open his eyes, his death in the face of that 
policeman who bent over him ? We know we are sought 
and expect to be found. How many forms he takes, the 
murderer. Frank, or simple, or a man of depth and culti- 
vation, or perhaps prosaic, without distinction. Yet he is 
the murderer, the stranger who, one day, will drop the 
smile of courtesy or custom to show you the weapon in his 
hand, the means of your death. Who does not know him, 
the one who takes your measure in the street or on the 
stairs, he whose presence you must ignore in the darkened 
room if you are to close your eyes and fall asleep, the 
agent who takes you, in the last unforgiving act, into in- 
existence ? Who does not expect him with the opening of 
the door; and who, after childhood, thinks of flight or 
resistance or of laying any but ironic, yes, even welcoming 
hands on his shoulders when he comes ? The moment is for 
him to choose. He may come at a climax of satisfaction or 
of evil; he may come as one comes to repair a radio or a 
faucet; mutely, or to pass the time of day, play a game of 
cards; or, with no preliminary, coloured with horrible 
anger, reaching out a muffling hand; or, in a mask of calm, 
hurry you to your last breath, drawn with a stuttering sigh 
out of his shadow. 

How will it be ? How ? Falling a mile into the wrinkled 
sea ? Or, as I have dreamed, cutting a wire ? Or strafed in a 
river among chopped reeds and turning water, blood leak- 
ing through the cloth of the sleeves and shoulders ? 

1 can safely think of such things on a bright afternoon 
such as this. When they come at night, the heart, like a 
toad, exudes its fear with a repulsive puff. But towards 


morning I have a way, also, of holding court on myself, 
and that is even more intolerable. Half<onscious, 1 call in 
a variety of testimony on my case and am confronted by 
the wrongs, errors, lies, disgraces, and fears of a lifetime, 
l am forced to pass judgement on myself and to ask ques- 
tions I would far rather not ask: ‘What is this for?’ and 
‘What am 1 for?' and ‘Am 1 made for this?’ My beliefs 
are )nade(|uate. they do not guard me. 1 think invariably 
of the awning of the store on the corner. It gives as much 
protection against rain and wind as my beliefs give against 
the chaos I am forced to face. ‘God does not love those 
who are unable to sleep soundly,' runs an old saying. In 
the morning 1 dress and go about my ‘business’. 1 pass 
one more day no different from the others. Night comes, 
and 1 have to face another .session of sleep - that ‘sinister 
adventure Baudelaire calls it - and be brought to wake- 
fulness by degrees through a nightmare of reckoning or 

inventory, my mind flapping like a rag on a clothes line in 
(Old wind. 

We had an enormous sunset, a smashing of gaudy 
colours, apocalyptic reds and purples such as must have 
appeared on the punished bodies of great saints, blues 
heavy and rich. I woke Iva, and we watched it, hand in 
hand. Her hand was cool and sweet. 1 had a slight fever. 


28 January 

Havc H bad time at mv father’s house. My step- 

^clri\' V 'r? P''’- left at ten 

premrL ? ^^e was 

S; L ? f : g>ive her an envelope con- 

cheijue ‘^'^’iigratulating us on our anniversary and a 

the numeJ^W^'i' 

me money. We both need thiiv’s ‘ 

ni not angry.’ ‘ 


'They wanted to give us a present. It was nice of them. 
You need a new shirt. And some shorts. I can’t keep darn- 
ing them.’ She laughed. ‘There’s no place for another 
patch.' 

‘Whatever you like/ I said, putting a strand of hair 
behind her ear. 

1 was glad enough to have escaped the usual interview 
with my father, which begins, as a rule, with his taking me 
aside and saying, ‘Have 1 told you about Gartner’s boy, 
the youngest, the one who was studying chemistry ? 
They’ve taken him out of school. He has an excellent job 
in a war plant. You remember him.' 

Indeed 1 do. 

This means that I, too, should have been a chemist or 
physicist or engineer. A non-professional education is some- 
thing the middle classes can ill afford. It is an investment 
bound to fail. And, in the strictest sense, it is not necessary, 
for any intelligent man can pick up all he needs to know. 
My father, for instance, never went to college, and yet he 
can keep up his end of a conversation with a quotation 
from Shakespeare - ‘Pause, now, and weigh thy values 
with an equal hand,’ ‘A loan oft loses both itself and 
friend,’ the passage beginning. ‘Yes, young boy,’ from King 
John, 

My accomplishments, he acknowledges, are wider than 
his; my opportunities were greater. But bread and butter 
come first. Besides, professional men are also sometimes 
cultured. Take George Sachs, now (our family doctor in 
Montreal), who was a scholar and even wrote a book in 
his spare time. (A pamphlet for the Quebec Musical Society; 
The Medical Facts about Beethovens Deafness.) My 
father’s justification is, however, that 1 have prepared 
myself for the kind of life I shall never be able to lead. 
And, where my abiding obsession formerly was to carry 
out my plans, 1 know now that I shall have to settle for 
very, very little. That is, 1 shall have to accept very little, 
for there is no question of settling. Personal choice does 
not count for much these days. 
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29 January 

As I was passing Vanaker’s favourite dumping yard, I saw 

on a bush, amid the bottles, a pair of socks that had a 

familiar look. I took one of them off and examined it It 

was mine. There could be no doubt about it; I had bought 

.several pairs in this pattern about a year ago. To make 

doubly sure, 1 took one of the socks home and compared 

u vvith the others. It was the same in every detail. Perhaps 

he did .steal Ivas perfume. 1 had been unwilling to believe 

It before. Vanakcr, Mrs Briggs tells me, has a good job in 

a garage. .Sunda>- mornings, when we see him leaving for 

church he is well dressed. What can have inspired this 

heft of my own worn socks .t 1 said nothing about it to Iva 

but wrapped the evidence in a piece of paper and threw it 
cl vv'ay. 


JO January 


I WROTF to Abt without 
sure to be angry. 


mentioning his pamphlet. He is 




Si ICHT let-up in the cold. The fury of cleanliness. One oi 

n > shuts came back from the laundry without a single 
button. I must complain. * 




whom flndilhr* Steidlei 

iiattcd. and 1 had heard the same news about him ‘The' 
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‘Did they take him ?' 

‘In December. He’s going to be a bombardier.’ 

‘What are you doing so far from Huron Street ?’ 

‘I’ve been up to see my brother in the hospital. He 
smashed his cab last Thursday,* 

‘Too bad. Is he hurt much ?’ 

‘Oh, no, he damaged his looks a little, that’s all.’ 

I said I was sorry to hear it. 

‘That’s the way the breaks run,’ said Steidler. ‘Doesn’t 
make much difference, now that he’s married. It won’t 
interfere -with his wolfing around.’ 

‘I didn’t know he was married.’ 

‘How would you ? It didn’t make the front pages.’ 

‘I’m trying to say that I’m surprised. Who . . , 

‘Wilma. He married the kid.’ 

‘The girl I saw him with at the Paxton ?’ 

‘That’s the one.’ 

Whenever 1 meet Steidler, I think of Rameau’s nephew, 
described by Diderot as ‘ . . . un (personnage) compose de 
hauteur et de bassesse, de bon sens et de deraison/ But, less 
emphatic, more sentimental (after his own fashion), and 
not nearly as shrewd. 


He carried a match to the stump of his cigar, sucking. 
His black hair, freshly cut, was combed back in the usual 
way, as though painted on, flush against the rising hump of 
his head. It gave his face, with its contrasting long cheeks, 
jutting bones, and fleshy nose and lips, a curious bareness. 
He looked very pale, almost limy in the dusty sunlight 
under the El pillars. He was shaved and powdered, and he 
wore a new striped tie. But his once natty coat was frayed, 
the brown belt looked greenish. 

‘How’s our old school chum Morris ?’ he asked. 

‘Abt ? He’s doing very well; he’s in Washington.’ 

‘And what about you ?’ 

‘I’m waiting for the Army call. What are you doing, 
Alf?’ 

‘Oh, the same. Still trying to lead a genteel life, wpa 
folded, you know. It was going good for a couple of years. 
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I was an honoured artist of the republic. First I was in the 
theatre, you remember. Then I organized a water ballet 
for the parks system, and after that 1 led a chorus in a 
settlement house. Say, but I started at the bottom. My first 
job was digging up a street. 1 had to explain to the people 
who asked me what I was working at that 1 was a geologist. 
Ha. ha ! Then I was a smoke watcher.’ 

'1 don't understand.' 

‘Up in the West Side factory district 1 sat on a roof 
with a chart of six shades of smoke and watched the chim- 
neys eight hours a day. I hen the theatre project. Anyway, 
the whole business folded up, and I went out to the Coast 
Say. there’s a Thompson down the way. How about a cup 
of coffee 1 Good. It’s been years since I saw you. The gay 
old Coast. I went out with .some ideas and tried to get in 
to see Lubitsc h. but 1 couldn’t find anyone to introduce me. 

Christ, Its mad out there. It's the world’s greatest loony- 
bin. Fver been on the Coast ?’ 

‘Never.’ 

Christ, stay away from it. it's murder. But then if 

you want to see what the life of the country can wash up. 

take the trip. I’ve been around a little bit. But in L A they 

conned me for my fifty bin ks as though I’d been a babv. 

Uf course, 1 m drawn into different circles than vou. Weil 

1 was broke, so I wired my mother and got twenty bucks 

and <1 note about how slow the beaut\-parlour business 

was I hat was a tric ky week. 1 had to go to wtark for a 

while, to raise some money.’ He ktoked at me sombrely, a 

clecaycxi Spanish prince ^^ith a splaxed nose and a long 

upper lip ccnerecl with bristles. His blue eyes grew darker. 

I didn t have it ea.sy. ' 

One nice thing about the Coast, though.’ he added. 

t h e ~ ' is awfulh' good 'where 

there ,iien t too many soldiers. T ou whistle for it Did \ou 

read about that silly trial Now. there was something 

was in!r h "ch' '■> But 

vNas ,ust brotherly, she said. He called her his little 
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strumpet. "Crumpet, you mean," said the prosecutor. Right 
then and there he must have known his case was gone. 
"No,” she insists, "strumpet. It’s a kind of biscuit the British 
like.”* Alf laughed, holding the sugar shaker and spoon 
suspended over his cup. ‘Well, they wouldn’t convict any- 
body on that sort of evidence.’ He reached forward to 
hand me the sugar, revealing a rolled copy of Variety in 
his coat pocket. He was lulled by the joke; musing, smiling, 
he stirred and sipped, and then wet a fresh cigar along his 
underlip. 

At twenty-eight, he was old-fashioned. He had all the 
ways of a theatrical generation that was already at the 
point of death when, in his high-school days, he had cut 
classes to admire its aging comedians in the mangy splen- 
dour of the Oriental. He grew up behind his mother’s 
beauty shop. When I knew him well, at sixteen, he was 
already a stage gentleman, and rose at two every day to 
breakfast on tea and sardines. He spent his evenings at the 
Arrow, amid amateur talk of Magda and Desire Under the 
Elms. He played in all the local productions, was Joxur in 
Juno and the Paycock and did Cyrano for a triumphant 
week (which he never forgot) at the school auditorium. 

‘I wouldn’t have come back from the Coast,’ he said. 
‘But my number came up; the board called me. It’s a good 
sign for the country that I was rejected. They'd deserve to 
lose if they put me in their Army. The psychiatrist asked 
me what I did, and I replied, "To be perfectly frank. I’ve 
been a deadbeat all my life.” He said, "How do you think 
you’ll get along in the Army ?” and I answered, "Now, 
what do you think, doctor ?” ’ 

‘You said that ?’ 

‘Sure, I was being honest. I’d never be any damned 
good to them. I’d set an all-time record for gold-bricking. 
It’s up to you normal bastards to do the fighting. I said, 
“What do you think?” and he took another look at my 
papers and said, "They’ve got you down for a bad heart, 
here. Well, this will make it final.” And he wrote down, 
“Schizoid Type.” That would mean I was in the split-pea 
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soup, wouldn’t it ? I looked it up. You think a guy can tell 
by looking at you ? Or because you tell him you're a dead- 
beat 1 That isn't enough, is it V 

'No,' 1 said, 'they need more evidence than that; it isn’t 
enough. Don't worry about it.’ 

'Oh, I’m not worried, don’t kid yourself.’ His glasses 
duplicated the triangular llame of another match. 'They 
wouldn’t know what to make of me. because I’m not your 

average guy. I know that. Why, 1 couldn’t fight. It isn’t 
m\- line. My line is getting by.’ 

'How do you get by, Alf ?’ 

Its a wonder to me. But every January swings around, 
somehow, and there I am; I’ve come through. But 1 don’t 
know how. 1 work a little, sponge a little, gamble a little. 
1 suppose 1 am a deadbeat. Or will be till 1 am what 1 want 
to become. 'Well, 1 entertain the people 1 sponge from. 
That’s something, anyhow.’ 

‘You expect me to pay for > our coffee ?’ 1 said. 

'loll, Joseph ? This is Dutch treat. What a corny joke!’ 
He looked offended. 


'I w'as referring to the entertainment.’ 

'Oh. One of these days 1 expect an opening ’ 

‘1 didn’t mean anything by that.’ 1 said. 

Torget it. Who holds > our bad jokes against you ? Did 
you see me in an>- of the rederal productions ?' 

'1 wasn’t bad. A big improvement over the old days. 
Roxanne! Remember.^ Ha, ha! Well, it’s in the family. 
Have )’ou ever heard my old lady sing, were you ever 
around wiien that happened .’ Oh', you’ve missed some- 
thing. M\- brother writes songs, too. He just wrote one 
for the United Nations. It’s called "Let’s Link Hands Across 
the Ocean". He keeps bothering me to do something about 
It. He’s sure it W'ould make the Hit Parade. Now he W'ants 

me to go to New' York on the insurance monev. Wilma’s 
against it.’ 

'Do you intend to go ?’ 

‘A year ago 1 would have gone like a shot. But since 
V\ lima s against it ... 1 ow e the girl a good turn. 1 got 
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her into trouble a few years ago. Phil hung a shiner on her 
when they were living together for taking twenty dollars 
out of his pocket. Only she didn’t take it. I took it.’ 

‘Did you confess ?’ 

‘Confess ! It would spoil my credit with him forever. I 
was sure they’d make it up by and by. He gave her an 
awful pasting. She cried. . . 

‘Were you there when it happened ?’ 

‘Right in the room. I couldn’t butt in.’ 

‘What about the money ?’ 

‘I pinned it on a false hope. I suppose you think that’s 
terrible, huh ? Well, this may sound hard, and you may 
not believe it, but they’re more human when they’re fight- 
ing. Besides, it was like a movie. He suffered remorse, she 
forgave him because he was her man, and so on. They got 
a big kick out of it. I know. I was their go-between. But 
now she says she’s the one who should take the song to 
New York, if anyone goes. 1 guess she sees herself in Tin- 
Pan Alley, her face streaked with tears. . . 

‘Oh, it can’t be that bad.’ 

‘Can’t it, though ? You don’t know the type. Let me 
show you. She hides overnight in a publisher’s broom closet 
and surprises Mr Snaith-Hawkins himself in the morning. 
“What are you doing here ?’’ “Oh, for my sake. Sir, listen 
to this. My husband wrote it.’’ As he sternly refuses, she 
throws herself at his feet, and he says “Come now, my 
girl.’’ Not a bad man, you see. “It’s not only for my sake, 
but for Democracy and . . .*’; as she goes on, he relents. 
“You shouldn’t be lying on the floor, my dear. Here, take 
this chair. I’ll have Mr Trubshevsky run through it’’ (the 
score) - just wait’ (I had tried to interrupt) — ‘Trubshevsky 
plays; Snaith-Hawkins frowns, strokes his beard. His ex- 
pression changes. Trubshevsky pounds in ecstacy. They 
sing together, “Let’s link hands,’’ et cetera. “This is great, 
positively!’’ exclaims Snaith-Hawkins. And Trubshevsky, 
enthusiastically, his eyes shining. “Your husband is a 
genius. Madam, positively.’’ “There, don’t cry, my dear,’’ 
says Snaith-Hawldns. “Oh, Sir, you can’t understand. All 
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those years of struggle, driving a cab, working at his music 
after supper." They’re overcome. You see?" said Steidler. 
‘That s how they think. She’ll probably go. It’s money 
thrown away. Well, he won’t be satisfied otherwise.’ 

’What a shame.’ 

'It s not a shame at all. It’s just as well. Just think what 
the world would be like if their dreams came true.’ 

Or if N’ours came true. I was tempted to say. 

I had a full day of this. He walked home with me and 
stayed until five o’clock, talking incessantly and smoking 
so many cigars 1 had to ventilate the room when he left. I 
was as tired as though 1 had spent the day in dissipations 
of a particular degrading sort with .Steidler as my accom- 
plice. 1 did not tell Iva of the visit. She disapproves of him. 


2 February 

Still no fruits and flowers. I have been too lazy to stir 
out. But I know I am not lazy. Here is an incalculable de- 
ception. Lazv we are not. When we seem so. our cyclonic 
wishes arc baflled. and pride requires us to be indiflercnt. 

The hgN'ptians were right to make one of their gods a 
cat. They, the worshippers, knew that only a cat’s eyes 
could see into their interior darkness. 


The papers say no husbands have been drafted from 
Illinois since last summer. But now the supply of men is 

lower, and married men without dependants will soon be 
called up. .Steidler asked me how I was using mv libertv. 1 
answered that I was preparing myself spidtuallv. that 1 
\vas willing to be a member of the Armv. but not a port of 
It. He thought this a very witty answer. He believes 1 am a 
natuial comedian and laughs at cvcrvihing 1 s.ty. The 
more serious I become, the harder he laughs 

He now reveals that he lived m the Countv Hospital for 
th.ee months, last year, in the internes’ quarters. The offi- 
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cials knew nothing about it. His friend Shailer, who was 
then in residence, took him in, and the other internes 
agreed to keep his secret. He ate in the cafeteria, and his 
clothes were washed in the hospital laundry. He made his 
pocket money at cards; there were escapades and jokes; 
he was introduced to patients as a specialist; he gave ad- 
vice. The internes were genial and admiring; he was hilari- 
ous. Shailer’s room was crowded all night long. He was 
given a part right in the hospital before he left for Cali- 
fornia. And I suppose it is all true. He exaggerates, but 
he does not lie. 


5 February 


An Hour with the Spirit of Alternatives. 

‘Let’s have a talk, shall we, Joseph ?' 

‘Glad to.* 

‘We’ll make ourselves comfortable.' 

‘You can't be very comfortable here.’ 

‘Perfectly all right. 1 thrive on small hardships.* 

‘You’ll find all you need.' 

‘Don’t worry about me. You're the one who’s uneasy.' 
‘Well, the fact is, though I’m glad to have this oppor- 
tunity, I can’t quite place you.' 

‘By name ?' 

‘That doesn’t matter,' 

‘Of course not. I go by several.* 

‘Such as ?' 

‘Oh - “But on the Other Hand'\ or “Tu As Raison 
Aussi'\ I always know who I am; that's the important 
thing.' 

‘An enviable position.’ 

‘I often think so.' 

‘Have an orange.' 

‘Oh, thanks, no.' 

‘Take one, go on.' 

'They're so expensive now.* 
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‘To please me/ 

‘Oh, well . . / 

‘I’ve grown fond of you. I like your manner/ 
‘We’ll each take half/ 

‘Good enough.’ 

‘So you like me, Joseph ?* 

‘Oh, yes.’ 

‘That’s flattering/ 

‘No, really I do. I appreciate you.' 

‘Do you take quick likes and dislikes ?’ 

‘I try to be reasonable/ 

‘I know you do.' 

‘Is that wrong 
‘To Understand ?’ 

‘You want me to trust Unreason ?' 

I want nothing; I suggest . , / 

‘Feelings ?’ 

'You have them, Joseph.’ 

‘Instincts ?’ 

'And instincts.’ 


‘ ^'^Sument. I see what you’re after/ 

pit ‘ig'-'inst the un- 

solvables. Our nature, mind's nature, is weak, and only 
the heart can be relied on.’ ^ 

;VV hat a rush you're in. Joseph. I didn't sav that ' 

ir.el/Vr" "r"' 'has to conquer 

blessed 'f discover the 

bless dnes,s of unreason .> That's a very poor argument.' 

entuhr/i ‘ig-iinst me. You're to be con- 

gratulated on your conclusions but they're od' the point 
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‘And will continue to hai'e/ ^ ' 

01 course. >011 tnust be prepared for it ' 
lam. lam.' 

‘Its sensible of you to expect so little.' 


‘But it's sad, you must admit.* 

‘It*s a matter of knowing how much to ask for.* 

‘How much V 

‘I’m talking about happiness.* 

‘I’m talking about asking to be human. We’re not worse 
than the others.* 

‘What others ?* 

‘Those who proved it possible to be human.* 

‘Ah, in the past.’ 

‘Listen, Tu As Raison Aussi. We abuse the present too 
much, don't you think so ?* 

‘You’re not so fond of it.’ 

‘Fond ! What a word ! ’ 

‘Alienated, then.’ 

‘That's bad, too.* 

‘It’s popular.’ 

‘There’s a lot of talk about alienation. It’s a fool’s plea.’ 
‘Is it?* 

‘You can divorce your wife or abandon your child, but 
what can you do with yourself ?’ 

‘You can’t banish the world by decree if it’s in you. Is 
that it, Joseph ?* 

‘How can you? You have gone to its schools and seen 
its movies, listened to its radios, read its magazines. What 
if you declare you are alienated, you say you reject the 
Hollywood dream, the soap opera, the cheap thriller ? The 
very denial implicates you.* 

‘You can decide that you want to forget these things.* 

‘The world comes after you. It presents you with a gun 
or a mechanic’s tool, it singles you out for this part or that, 
brings you ringing news of disasters and victories, shunts 
you back and forth, abridges your rights, cuts off your 
future, is clumsy or crafty, oppressive, treacherous, mur- 
derous, black, whorish, venal, inadvertently naive or funny. 
Whatever you do, you cannot dismiss it.’ 

‘What then ?* 

‘The failing may be in us, in me. A weakness of vision.’ 
‘Aren’t you asking too much of yourself ?* 
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‘I’m serious/ 

‘Where shall I put these pips ?’ 

‘I’m sorry; have you been holding them? Here, in this 

ash-tray. I m telling you. It’s too easy to abjure it or detest 
it. Too narrow. Too cowardly.’ 

‘If you could see. what do you think you would see ?’ 

‘I’m not sure. Perhaps that we were the feeble-minded 
children or angels.’ 

’Now you’re just amusing yourself, Joseph.’ 

‘Very well, I would see where those capacities have 
gone to which we once owed our greatness.’ 

'1 hat would be tragic.’ 

I don t say it wouldn’t be. Have you any tobacco 
‘No.’ 

‘Or paper ? If I had paper I could roll a cigarette out of 
these butts.’ 

I m sorry I came empty-handed. If you’re not alienated 
why do you quarrel with so many people? I know you’re 
not a misanthrope. Is it because they force you to recognize 
that you belong to their world V 

‘I was wrong, or else put it badly. I didn’t say there was 

no feeling of alienation, but that we should not make a 
doctrine of our feeling.’ 

Is that a public or a private belief V 
‘I don’t understand you.’ 

'What about politics ?’ 

Do you want to discuss politics with me? With me? 
Now ? 


■Since you refuse to subscribe to alienation, perhaps you 
might be interested in changing existence.’ 

1 la, ha. ha ! Have you any ideas ?’ 

It s really not m\’ place. )'ou know. . . / 

‘1 know, but you started it.' 

‘My position. You don’t understand.’ 

‘Oh, I do.’ 

‘So. about changing existence. . . / 

I never enjoyed being a revolutionary/ 

No ; Didn t you hate an\’onc V 


'I hated, but I didn’t enjoy. As a matter of fact — * 

‘Yes-’ 

‘You’re so attentive — . I regarded politics as an inferior 
activity. Plato tells us that if everything were as it should 
be, the best men would avoid office, not vie for it.’ 

‘They did once vie for it.’ 

‘They did. Public life is disagreeable. It’s forced on one.' 

‘I often hear that complaint. But all this is neither here 
nor there as far as measures to be taken are concerned.’ 

'But with whom, under what circumstances, how, to- 
wards what ends ?’ 

‘Ah, that’s it, isn’t it ? With whom.’ 

‘You don’t believe in the historic roles of classes, do 
you V 

‘You keep forgetting. My province is . . .’ 

‘Alternatives. Excuse me. With whom, to go on. A 
terrible, unanswerable question. With men dispersed into 
separate corners, incommunicado ? One of their few re- 
maining liberties is the liberty to wonder what will happen 
next.' 

‘Still, if you had the power to see. . . . Here you are will- 
ing to say that it is weakness of imagination that leads to 
alienation but not, it seems, that a similar weakness is 
impairing you politically. If you could see it over-all. . . . 
Where are you going ?’ 

‘Just to look in my coat for a cigarette; I may have left 
one there.’ 

‘If you could see it that way.’ 

‘There isn’t a smoke in the house.' 

‘Over-all. . .’ 

‘You mean, if I were a political genius. I’m not. Now 
what do you face ?’ 

‘What to do under the circumstances.’ 

‘Try to live.' 

‘How ?’ 

‘Tu As Raison Aussi, you’re not giving much help. By 
a plan, a programme, perhaps an obsession.’ 

‘An ideal construction.’ 


‘A German phrase. And you with a French name/ 

‘I have to be above such prejudices.’ 

‘Well, it's a lovely phrase. An ideal construction, an 
obsessive device. There have been innumerable varieties: 
for study, for wisdom, bravery, war, the benefits of cruelty, 
for art; the God-man of the ancient cultures, the Human- 
istic full man. the courtly lover, the knight, the ecclesiastic, 
the despot, the ascetic, the millionaire, the manager. I 
could name hundreds of these ideal constructions, each 
with its assertions and symbols, each finding - in conduct, 
in God. in art. in money - its particular answer and each 
prot laiming : “This is the only possible way to meet chaos ” 
Even someone like my friend' Sieidler is under the influence 
of an ideal construction of an inferior kind. It is inferior 
because it is loosely made and little thought has gone into 
it. Nevertheless it is real. He would willingly let go every- 
thing in his life that is not dramatic. Only he has. I am 
afraid, a shallow idea of drama. Simple, inevitable things 
are not dramatic enough for him. He has a notion of the 
admirable style. It is poor stuff. Nobility of gesture is what 
he wants. And, for all his boasted laziness, he is willing to 
pursue his ideal until his eyes burst from his head and 
his feet from his shoes.’ 

‘Do you want one of those constructions, Joseph ?’ 

‘Doesn't it seem that we need them y 

M don't know/ 

'Can’t get along without them ?* 

‘If you sec it that w'ay.' 

‘Apparently we need to give ourselves some exclusive 
focus, passionate and engulfing.' 

‘One might say that.’ 

But what of the gap between the ideal construction and 
the real w'orld. the truth ?’ 

‘Yes ’ 

‘How arc they related ?' 

‘An interesting problem/ 

Then there s this: the obsession exhausts the man. It 
can become his cnemw It of ten does.' 



‘H’m/ 

‘What do you say to all this ?’ 

‘What do I say ?' 

‘Yes, what do you think ? You just sit there, looking at 
the ceiling and giving equivocal answers.’ 

‘1 haven’t answered. I’m not supposed to give answers.’ 

‘No. What an inoffensive career you’ve chosen.’ 

‘You’re forgetting to be reasonable.’ 

‘Reasonable ! Go on, you make me sick. The sight of you 
makes me sick. You make me queasy at the stomach with 
your suave little, false little looks.’ 

‘Joseph, look here . . . ! ’ 

‘Oh, get out. Get out of here. You’re two-faced. You’re 
not to be trusted, you damned diplomat, you cheat!’ 
Furious, I flung a handful of orange peel at him, and he 
fled the room. 


4 February 

The landlady, Mrs Kiefer, had another stroke yesterday 
that paralysed her legs. According to Mrs Bartlett, whom 
Mrs Briggs has engaged as a nurse, she can’t live more than 
a few weeks. The windows are kept darkened; the halls 
and stairways smell of disinfectant, so that, going up to 
the landing with its stained-glass window, one imagines 
oneself in the hospital of a religious order. Except when 
Vanaker comes or goes, the house is quiet. He still is noisy; 
he has not learned to close the door when he goes down the 
hall. To stop him, I have to come out and march threaten- 
ingly towards the bathroom. Thereupon he slams it shut. I 
have several times made general but loud and menacing 
remarks about decency and politeness. But he is either too 
drunk or too witless to change. When I do these things, I 
make myself ill. When I step out of the door to reprimand 
and stop him I am merely a nervous or irascible young man 
and I feel the force on me of a bad, harsh mood which I 
despise in others — the nastiness of a customer to a waiter 
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^ child. Iva is the same way. She gasps 

Oh the fool !■ when 1 go into the hall with a cross pull at 

the door. I suppose she means Vanaker; but may she not 
also mean me ? 


S February 

My present ill temper first manifested itself last winter 
Before we moved out of our flat 1 had a disgraceful fist- 
fight with the landlord, Mr Gesell. 

That fight had been on the horizon a long time. Through- 
out the summer we had been on good terms. We exerted 
ourselves to be courteous to Gesell and to Mrs Gesell, who 
made a dai y racket in her shop dowmstairs with a machine- 
powered chiseL She was an amateur sculptress. Often the 
house trembled Then she borrowed our books, and brought 
them back with stone-<lust on the pages. We did not ccL- 

pin 1 n . 

We rn, Underheated. 

We could not bathe at night; m December we had to go to 

bed at nine, when the radiators turned cold. Then, during 

was furnace broke dowm. Mr Gesell 

th‘e ren himself; to save monej-. he undertook 

he repairs. But he had his job to attend to. so he worked at 

whelT stifled us 
when we tried to use it. it was blocked with bricks. Below. 

figure oTa by heat lamps, worked awa)- at the 

-^sh^ 1 for the new subway 

down tn^^ enter a competition. When we went 

sZer v?i,?"'^ 'he bell. We ate 

supper with our sweaters on. 

souZe S'heaT". w-as now our only 

&sel| at ast 'h ■ ■" hed. 1 caught Mr 

the cold and saS^l " He joked about 

ne cold, and said 1 was .so strapping 1 could bear it He 

pounccc my arms playfully, exciting the dog. from whom 
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I shrank. Gesell said, ‘You’ll do. You’re pretty husky for 
a guy that leads such a soft life. Even though you couldn’t 
stand up a day in my line.’ He was a strongly built man, 
about forty years old. He dressed in old trousers and flannel 
shirts. His wife wore the same costume — jeans, shirt, and 
neckcloth. He began to relate how near the two of them 
had come to freezing, during the depression, in a bare 
studio on Lake Park Avenue. They burned orange crates 
while waiting for the Relief to deliver coal. They took down 
the curtains and stuffed them in cracks against the wind. 
‘The depression’s over,’ 1 said. He laughed so hard he had 
to take hold of my arm to keep himself up. ‘Say, you’re all 
right, you are.’ The dog, with rueful red eyes, watched the 
snow wreathing back and forth over the street. ‘We’ll see 
what we can do about you,’ said Gesell. 

A little heat began to seep up, but the house was not 
really warm. Iva hit upon the plan of holding up the rent. 
On the fifth of the month, Gesell made belligerent repre- 
sentations. Iva retorted angrily. She didn’t expect an artist 
to make a good landlord. ‘But you, Mr Gesell ! ’ ‘An artist ! ’ 
I snorted, thinking of that poor sand hog with his nose and 
thick legs. Gesell probably carried this back to Beth Gesell 
for she stopped speaking to me. There were hard feelings. 

But in February things took a turn for the better. In our 
encounters, as we went in and out of the house, we began 
to greet one another once more. The rent was paid, the heat 
rose, the hot water returned. I entered one day, with a 
cheque, to find the Gesells having breakfast at a table you 
might expect to find in a log cabin. The Dalmatian came 
and rubbed himself against me embarrassingly - poor 
animal, he was an adjunct and had no life of his own. 
Gesell took the cheque with thanks and began to write out 
a receipt. Beth, resting her chin on the back of her hand, 
was looking out of the window, watching the snow. She 
was a fat woman, with red hair cut in square, boxlike, mas- 
culine fashion. 1 began to think she was still angry and did 
not want to speak to me, but she was watching the fall of 
soft heavy flakes, and all at once she said : 
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‘When we were kids in Montana, we used to say they 

were plucking geese in heaven. I wonder if they still say that ’ 

■1 never heard it before,’ I said, entirely willing to make 
peace. 

'Maybe the .saying’s gone out. It was long ago.’ 

C()uldn t be so long.’ 1 said generously, and won a sad- 
dcnccl smile. 

‘Oh, yes, long enough.’ 

Gescll wrote on, also smiling, thinking, perhaps, of his 
wife s girlhood or of similar myths of his own early days. 
The yawning dog closed his jaws with a snap. 

‘Then there was rain.* said Beth. 

I know, said Gesell. ‘Angels V 

‘Oh, get along, Peter.’ She laughed, and the colour from 
her hair seemed to spread along her cheeks. ‘Placer mining’ 

^ I never heard of that, either,’ I said. 

And here you are. said Gesell. fluttering the receipt 
We were smiling broadly, all three. 

Nm long afterwards, however, on a Sunday afternoon, 
the house began to go cold, and at two o’clock the electric- 
ity was shut off. It was a mild day; we might easily have 

emo^ I ’h ’‘" i 'o 3 Brahms con- 

erto. 1 hurt led downstairs and rang at Gesell’s door. The 

a matian threw himself in a rage against it, classing the 

g.ss I ran aiound to the ba.scmcnt entrance and. svithout 

knocking, svent in ^Gesell stood at his svorkbench. a length 

I stm^rfe ? deterred L. 

wire oMf " l'0‘i''d<nds, pieces of 

Wire, out of m)’ waw 

‘Why did you turn off the current V 1 said. 

‘I had to svork on this stoker, that's svhy.’ 

Uhy the devil do you wait until Sunday? And svhy 
couldn t you tell us beforehand .” ^ 

stoker'.^'hls.'^kr on this 

Plosv long are you going to keep it off ?’ 
bcncL”"^ question, he turned sullenly back to his 
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‘Well, how long ?* 1 repeated. And, when I saw that he 
was not going to reply, I took him by the shoulder and, 
forcing him round, pushed aside the pipe and struck him. 
He fell, the pipe clattering under him on the cement. But 
instantly he was up again, brandishing his fists, shouting, 
‘If that's what you want ! * He could not reach me. 1 carried 
him to the wall, hitting repeatedly into his chest and belly 
and cutting my knuckles on his open, panting mouth. After 
the first few blows, my anger vanished. In weariness and 
self-disgust I pinned him against the bricks. Hearing his 
thick, rasping shouts, 1 said pacifyingly, ‘Don’t get excited, 
Mr Gesell. I’m sorry about this. Don’t get excited ! ’ 

‘You damned fool!’ he cried. ‘You’ll get yours! You 
damned crazy fool ! ’ His voice quivered with terror and 
anger. ‘Beth, Be-eth ! You wait!’ Twisting him away from 
the wall, I shoved him from me. ‘I’ll get out a warrant. 
Be-eth ! ’ 

‘You'd better not,’ I said. But I felt the emptiness of my 
threat and, more ashamed than ever, I went upstairs where 
I bandaged my hand and sat down to wait for the police. 
Iva laughed at my fears and said I would have a long wait. 
She was right, though I was prepared all week to go to 
court and pay a fine for disorderly conduct. Iva guessed 
that Beth was unwilling to invest in a warrant. We moved 
a month later. Iva and Beth made all the arrangements. We 
forfeited several weeks' rent to make our escape. 

This was ‘not like’ me; it was an early symptom. The old 
Joseph was inclined to be even-tempered. Of course, I have 
known for a long time that we have inherited a mad fear 
of being slighted or scorned, an exacerbated ‘honour’. It is 
not quite the duelist’s madness of a hundred years ago. But 
we are a people of tantrums, nevertheless; a word ex- 
changed in a movie or in some other crowd, and we are 
ready to fly at one another. Only, in my opinion, our rages 
are deceptive; we are too ignorant and spiritually poor to 
know that we fall on the ‘enemy’ from confused motives 
of love and loneliness. Perhaps, also, self-contempt. But for 
the most part, loneliness. 
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Iva, though she concealed it at the time, was surprised; 
she later told me so. This was a rebellion against my own 
principle. It alarmed me; and the treasons I saw at the 

Servatius party were partly mine, as 1 was forced at the 
time to acknowledge. 


8 February 

Thf thermometer still wavers around zero. The cold is part 
of the general malignancy. 1 think of its fitness, as the war 
news comes in. You are bound to respect such a winter for 
Its unmitiptcd wintriness. '1 tax not you, vou elements, 
with unkmdnc,ss,' Lear yells. He invites their ‘horrible 
pleasure . He is quite right, too. 


9 February 

1 feel 1 am a sort of human grenade whose pin has been 
withdrawn, 1 know I am going to explode and 1 am con- 
tinually anticipating the time, with a prayerful despair 
crying Boom! but alwa)'s prematurely. 

The sen.se in which Goethe was right: Continued life 

means expectation. Dc-ath is the abolition of choice. The 

EreaLr^°“^''i’^ limited, the closer wc are to death. The 
fwiv I f '-'i without taking 

zenship in some countries. The best solution would be 
momf SV h'ld not been re- 

immcnsescIf-maTteS ’ ' 


'he past week. He seems 

to find me congenial, U hich means, 1 venture to sav, tlJ 

# 
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he assumes we are in the same boat. I would not mind the 
visits nor the assumption if it were not for the fact that I 
still feel, at the end of a few hours, that we are practising 
some terrible vice together. We smoke and talk. He tells 
me about his adventures on the Coast, in the hospital, and 
about his present affairs. I have learned that he receives 
ten dollars a week from his mother and five more from his 
brother. Budgeting himself strictly, he manages to live on 
twelve, and the rest he spends on horses. Occasionally he 
wins, but he estimates that he has lost four or five thousand 
dollars in the last ten years. 

He does not care to speak of such things. He mentions 
them only in passing. He is not at all blind to their mean- 
ness. He simply takes it for granted that they are bound to 
be mean. There is no dignity anywhere, nothing but absurd 
falsehood. It is no use trying to bury this falsehood. It 
would only rise again, to laugh at you. He says this in so 
many words. When you ask him about the details of his 
life, he gives you a look of surprise. He is not offended; but 
that such admittedly shabby things should interest you 
surprises him genuinely. He would rather tell you the story 
of a bet lost or won, a fraud, a clever reply, an interesting 
reprisal, an insulting letter he sent a creditor, a love affair. 

Last time, he told me a tortuous, long story about his 
attempts to conquer a Norwegian girl who lives in his hotel 
- Laird Towers. He had met her on Thanksgiving Day, in 
the lobby. Hartly, the night clerk, had given him the wink, 
and so he set about the siege. She didn’t like him, of course. 
It always started that way. Around Christmas she started 
to look at him more encouragingly. Unfortunately he was 
pinched, had no money. It came to his notice that other 
men in the hotel were making headway with her. Hartly 
kept him only too well informed. ‘He didn’t have to tell 
me. I could see from the beginning she was dynamite.’ 

During the holiday he made a killing on a little pony 
called Spotted Cow; it romped home two lengths ahead of 
the field. He asked the Norwegian out to the Fiorenza for a 
spaghetti dinner. 
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‘1 thought we were getting along pretty well, and when 
she excused herself for a few minutes at eleven o’clock I 
sucked uanquilly at my Perfecto Queen and said to my- 
self, "It's in the bag." She had been drinking Pink Ladies, 
and she was running over. She went away unevenly. 1 
waited. At eleven-fifteen there was no sign of her, so I 
thought, “Maybe she's sick in the powder room.” And 1 
went to get the matron to have a look. But 1 got as far as 
the orc hestra, and there was the girl sitting in some guy’s 
lap. Well, I tried not to seem injured, and I suggested that it 
was getting late, we ought to start for home. But she 

wouldn’t get up, and 1 didn’t want to make a fool of myself 
So 1 beat it,’ 


Me sent her letters for two weeks. She did not answer. 
When he had almost .spent the last of his winnings, he met 
her m the Loop. It was her birthday, she said. He offered 
to buy her a drink. They went to the Blackhawk and had 
tour. By-ancl-by a few handsome, well-dressed fellows came 
up to the bar, one in a naval uniform. Alf rose, paid for 
the drinks, put the rest of his change on the table, and 
said *1 know when Pm outclassed.’ Without a cent in his 
p()( ket, he w alked biic k to the hotel 


1 he story wandered to its inevitable conclusion - the 
conquest, with the Norwegian learning at last to distin- 
guish between his superior worth and his appearance, 
giving in to him jokingly and condescendingly while drunk, 
and then finding that she had more than shc'had bargained 
or, et cetera. It would have shocked Alf to know that he 
was boring me. for he considers himself a first-class enter- 
tainer. Any night club would be lucky to have him. He can 
be origina m seyeral dialects. But I would rather not be 

ntutainy. I welcomed him at first, and 1 still rather like 
him. But 1 wish he would not conic so often 


II February 

4 


Mvron Ad. kr is back; he called this morning and said he 
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was coming to visit me as soon as he could break away. 
Robbie Stillman has come in after six months in Officers’ 
School. He has become an engineer. His business- will be 
to construct airfields. Army life, he says, is not hard when 
you accustom yourself to discipline. You have to learn to 
submit. 

His brother Ben is somewhere in the interior of Brazil. 
He hasn’t been heard from since October. 


14 February 

No sign of Myron or of anyone else. Even Steidler seems 
to have deserted me. Two days without visitors, talk, in- 
terest. Nothing. A pair of perfect blanks punched out of 
the calendar. It’s enough to make one pray for change, 
merely change, any change, to make one worship experi- 
ence-in-itself. If I were a little less obstinate, I would 
confess failure and say that I do not know what to do with 
my freedom. 


15 February 

Letter from Abt, rich in Washington gossip and explana- 
tions of current policy. Why we act as we do in North 
Africa ^nd towards Spain, De Gaulle, Martinique. It amuses 
me to catch the subtle pride with which he mentions his 
familiarity with important figures. (I assume they are 
important in official circles; I have never heard of them.) 


16 February 


Old Mrs Kiefer is, as Mrs Bartlett puts it, ‘sinking pdq. 
She can drag along for a week or two weeks, but this’ - in 
dumb show she sank a needle into her arm — ‘can’t keep her 
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going forever.’ We walk through the house gingerly 

pptain Briggs no longer goes out for his evening smoke 
It IS too cold. 


17 February 

IvA and 1 have grown closer. Lately she has been remark- 
ably free from the things I once disliked so greatly. She 
does not protest against this rooming-house life; she seems 
le.ss taken up with clothes; she does not criticize my ap- 
pearance or seem disturbed because my underw'ear is in 
such a state that in dressing 1 often put mv leg through the 
rong hole. And the rest: the cheap restaurant food we eat 
our lac k of pocket money. Yet she is as far as ever from 
what 1 once desired to make her. 1 am afraid she has no 
capacity for that. But now 1 am struck bv the arrogance 

wol’ih^r ’ ' f' 'hose with 

worth-while ideas and those without them. 


28 February 

YrsTF ROAv, passing the bush on which 1 found the stolen 

smer;i . ^ must have taken 

-t eral. I pointetl them out to Iva as we pa.sscd this even- 

wa; riu 'hem. She says we should find a 

a> ot showing that wc arc aware of the theft. 


19 February 

nil °wo 'as ,'riT for news of 

it thin he ft ^^\sive him. I know no more about 

ot : i n r'- 'o KO .0 New York but now 

■pc nV n "‘'h deep distaste about his 

ixuing environment . 
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‘Peeling furniture, peeling walls, posters, bridges, every- 
thing is peeling and scaling in South Brooklyn. We moved 
here to save money, but I’m afraid we’d better start saving 
ourselves and move out again. It’s the treelessness, as much 
as anything, that hurts me. The unnatural, too-human 
deadness.’ 

I’m sorry for him. I know what he feels, the kind of 
terror, and the danger he sees of the lack of the human in 
the too-human. We find it, as others before us have found 
it in the last two hundred years, and we bolt for ‘Nature’. 
It happens in all cities. And cities are ‘natural’, too. He 
thinks he would be safer in Chicago, where he grew up. 
Sentimentality ! He doesn’t mean Chicago. It is no less 
inhuman. He means his father’s house and the few blocks 
adjacent. Away from these and a few other islands, he 
would be just as unsafe. 

But even such a letter buoys me up. It gives me a sense 
of someone else’s recognition of the difficult, the sorrowful, 
in what to others is merely neutral, the environment. 


22 February 

If I had Tu As Raison Aussi with me today, I could tell him 
that the highest ‘ideal construction' is the one that unlocks 
the imprisoning self. 

We struggle perpetually to free ourselves. Or, to put it 
somewhat differently, while we seem so intently and even 
desperately to be holding on to ourselves, we would far 
rather give ourselves away. We do not know how. So, at 
times, we throw ourselves away. When what we really 
want is to stop living so exclusively and vainly for our own 
sake, impure and unknowing, turning inward and self- 

fastened. 

The quest, I am beginning to think, whether it be for 
money, for notoriety, reputation, increase of pride, whether 
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it leads us to thievery, slaughter, sacrifice, the quest is one 
and the same. All the striving is for one end. 1 do not en- 
tirely understand this impulse. But it seems to me that its 
final end is the desire for pure freedom. We are all drawn 
towards the same craters of the spirit - to know what we 
are and what we are for, to know our purpose, to seek 
grace. And, if the quest is the same, the differences in our 
personal histories, which hitherto meant so much to us, 
become of minor importance. 


/ 


24 February 

Hpavy snowfall last night. I skipped lunch, to avoid wet- 
ting my feet thr^ 

7 February 

Only twenty-two days until s'p£tngc;i^^?^^tl/at on the 
twent>-first I will change from m\' winter deities and, no 
matter what the weather is like, even if th/c^a blizzard. 
1 will walk through Jackson Park hatless and gloveless 


I March 

Adlitr showed up. at last. He came in the middle of the 

afternoon, when 1 was not expecting him. Mrs Bartlett had 

let hini m and. I gathered, cautioned him against making 

noise, for when 1 saw him on the landing he was walking 
on tiptoe. * 

n. ^ ‘’•■'ck at Mrs 

. rtlett. who was softly monitoring the street door. The 

pneum.yic m m that shut it was out of commission. 

I he landlady. She's very old.’ 

Oh oh , And I rang twice, he said guiltih'. 1 motioned 
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him into the room. He was much disturbed. ‘Do you think 
I shouldn't have ?’ 

‘Everybody rings the bell. How do you suppose people 
get in here ? Don’t worry about it.’ 

Adler was very spruce, in a wide-shouldered coat and a 
tweed suit, new style, without cuffs. He looked fresh and 
healthy. His hat with its blunt crown was new also, and 
very stiff. It had cut a red line into his forehead. 

‘Sit down, Mike,’ 1 said, clearing a chair for him. ‘You’ve 
never been here before, have you.’ 

‘No,’ he said, and he inspected the room, hardly able 
to conceal his surprise. ‘I thought you had an apartment.’ 

‘Our old apartment ? We gave that up long ago.’ 

‘I know. But I thought you were living in one of those 
furnished flats.’ 

‘It’s snug here.* 

It’s true, the room did not look its best. Marie had 
cleaned it, after a fashion, but the coverlet was wrinkled, 
the towels on the rack looked as though they had not been 
changed for weeks, Iva’s shoes under the bed showed a 
crooked line of heels. The day, too, was not altogether 
favourable. The sky hung low, loose, with blemished clouds 
that spotted the street from kerb to horizon with shadows. 
And the weather intruded into the room. The walls above 
the radiator were as dirty as the snow in the yard, and the 
linen — the dresser scarf and the towels — seemed spun out 
of the same material as the sky. 

‘You’ve been here since last fall, haven’t you ?’ he said. 

‘Since June,’ I corrected. ‘Nearly nine months.’ 

Ts it that long ?’ he said unbelievingly. 

‘Almost the tenth.* 

‘And there’s nothing new ?* 

‘Do I look as if I were concealing something new?* I 
exclaimed. This startled him. I relented and said, ‘Nothing’s 
been changed.* 

‘You don’t have to take my head off because I ask.’ 

‘Well, you see, everybody asks the same questions. You 
get tired of answering. I have this routine to do, over and 
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over and over. Questions are fired at me, and I'm supposed 
to scramble like a retriever, fetching answ^ers. Why ? Well, 
if I don’t I won’t get a certificate of politeness. Hell !* 

Adler’s colour changed, so that the dent the hat had 
made above his eye showed w hite. 

‘You're not very generous, Joseph.' 

1 did not reply. I looked down at the street, the yards, 
at the masses of snow like dirty suds. 

‘You’ve changed a lot. Everybody says so,* he went on 
more calmly. 

‘Who?* 

‘Why. people w'ho know you.' 

I haven t seen an)'one. "Vou mean that business in the 
Arrow.’ 


No, no, that was only one case.’ 

‘1 wasn't all wrong in the Arrow.' 

‘You're becoming bad-tempered.’ 

Good ! I am. Now, what do you want me to do? Did 
you come to tell me that I was bad-tempered ?' 

‘1 came to sec you.’ 

‘That’s mighty handsome of you,' 

In rising nnger, he stared at me. his mouth pursing. I 

began to laugh, and at that he rose and made for the door 
1 pulled him back. 

■Here don't go. Mike. Don't be a fool. Sit down. I 

wasn t laughing at you. I just happened to think that I'm 

always hoping a visitor will come. When he does come 1 
insult him.’ 


^ I in glad )'ou see it,’ he muttered. 

‘I do see it. Certainl\- 1 see it.’ 

‘Why jump on people ? Good Lord 
‘It just turns out that way. As the French sav. e'est plus 
fort que mo;. Does that prove that I’m not happv to see 

Almns^°' co'it'-.idiction. U's'natural. 

Almost a welcome, one might say.’ 

moMdIed ^ said; but he seemed somewhat 

•1 see people so seldom. I've forgotten how to act. 1 
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don’t want to be bad-tempered. But, on the other hand, the 
people who accuse me of that haven’t exactly been beating 
the woods in searching parties. Things have changed, Mike. 
You’re busy and prosperous - best of luck to you. But we 
may as well be honest about this.’ 

'Now what’s coming ?’ 

'We’re temporarily in different classes, and it has an 
effect on us. Oh, yes, it does. For instance, the way you 
took in this room, the way you looked around . . / 

‘I don’t get what you’re driving at,’ he said in perplexity. 

‘You get it. You’re not stupid. Don’t act like Abt, saying, 
"I can’t follow you,” We are in different classes. The very 
difference in our clothes shows it.’ 

'What a change,’ he said. 'What a difference,’ He 
shook his head in regret and reminiscence. 'You used to be 
an absolutely reasonable guy.’ 

'I was sociable.’ 

'Now you sound so wild.’ 

The subject would bear no more discussion. ‘How was 
your trip ?’ I asked. 

He stayed all afternoon and tried to make an old-time 
visit of it. But, after such a start, that was impossible. He 
was hale and businesslike, wanting no further trouble with 
me. So, haltingly, we covered a variety of subjects — public 
opinion, the war, our friends, and again the war. Minna 
Servatius was about to have a baby. 1 had heard something 
about that. George Hayza was expecting a naval commis- 
sion. I had heard about that, also. There was a rumour that 
Abt was to be sent to Puerto Rico. Adler said he would find 
out definitely next week. He was going East. 

'You see, Joseph,’ he said at four o’clock, 'there’s no- 
thing we’d rather do than come and chat with you as we 
used to. But that’s all gone now. We’re busy. You’ll be busy 
yourself, one of these days, busier than you’d ever care 
to be.’ 

'Yes, things change. C'est la guerre. C'est la vie. Good 
old punch lines.’ 

'What a Frenchman you’ve become.’ 
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‘Say. do you remember Jeff Forman 

'I read about him. He got a posthumous medal. Poor 
Jeff.’ 

‘Cast ia vie.’ 

That s not funny,’ said Adler disapprovingly. 

‘I was just quoting from the last war. I didn’t mean to 

be funny. We can’t do anything for Jeff, anyway, by pull- 
ing a long face. Can we ?’ 

‘I guess not.’ 

And. in this manner, the visit drew to a close. 

‘When you’re in the Hast.’ I said, ‘look up John Pearl. 

He needs a breath of Chicago. You ought to stop in and see 

him. I think.’ I added, with a laugh. 'You might run into 

another Chicagoan in New York. Steidler. He hasn’t been 

here for a long time. My guess is he took his brother’s 
money.’ 

‘Alf ?’ 

"His brother wrote n song and wanted Alf to take it to 
New York for him. He's looking for a publislier.’ 

If I thought there was a thanie of running into Steid- 
ler, I wouldn't see Pearl. Why isn't he in the .-\rm\' ?' 

l ie s leaving the war to us normal bastards, he says,’ 

‘You've been .seeing him. 1 wouldn't. He's not vour kind 
Stay away from him.' 

’Oh. oh. now! He can't hurt me. Besides, beggars can't 
be (hoosers, Im quoting my niece. Lines addressed to 

‘Really, Amos’s girl ?' 

Oh, yes. 1 said. ‘She’s quite grown up ' 

And .so Myron left, plainly di.s.satislicd with the results 
ot his tall. I went down with him into the street We 
tramptM to the corner over the discoloured snow. While we 

money 

enoulh have 

in his n " I’"'' 'he monev back 

for it / r''. I 'lt.v-live car. Better run 

e gate me a Imal pat on the shoulder and sprinted 
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across, whipping off his hat as he went, to hail the motor- 
man. 


5 March 

Dolly phoned to ask us to dinner next Sunday. I said we 
had already accepted another invitation. 

The Parsons have returned from Detroit, their training 
over. Susie dropped in to see Iva at the library. The baby 
had grippe; not a serious case. They have decided to send 
her to Parson’s parents in Dakota, while they themselves 
go to California to work in an aircraft factory. Susie is in 
good spirits and is delighted at going to California. Walter 
missed the child more than she did. They intend to send for 
her as soon as they settle down. 


£ March 

There is a woman who goes through the neighbourhood 
with a shopping-bag full of Christian Science literature. 
She stops young men and talks to them. Since we cover the 
same streets, 1 encounter her often, but she keeps forget- 
ting me, and it is not always possible to avoid her. Por her 
part, she has no understanding of the art of stopping 
people. She rushes to block you with her body clumsily, 
almost despairingly. If she misses, she is incapable of 
following up, and if you succeed in eluding her — if you 
want to elude her, if you have the heart to continue doing 
so time after time — she can only stand, defeated, staring 
after you. If you do stop, she takes out her tracts and begins 
to speak. 

She must be nearly fffty, a tall and rather heavy woman. 
But she has a sickly face — thin chapped lips, square 
yellow teeth, recessed brown eyes which you vainly read 
and re-read for a meaning. The skin under her eyes reveals 
^ny, purple, intersecting vessels. Her hair is grizzled, her 
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forehead is broad and blazed with a scar that resembles 
an old bullet wound. She speaks in a rapid whisper. I listen 
and wait for an opportunity to disengage myself. 

Her speech is memorized. 1 watch her chapped lips 
through which the words come, so dry and rapid, often 
pronounced as though she did not understand them. The 
words, the words trip her fervour. She says she has talked 
to many young men who are about to go to war, who are 
going to face destrut tion. Her duty is to tell them that the 
means of saving themselves is at hand if they want it. 
Nothing but belief t an save them. She has spoken to many 
others who have come back from the jungles and the fox- 
holes, surviving the maiming fire only because of their 
iaith. The doctrines of the science are not superstitions but 
true science, as has been proved. She has a pamphlet of 
testimonials, written by sc^ldiers who know how to believe. 

Meanwhile her face and the hard brown shells of her 


eyes do not change. She writes on a pad while she is talk- 
ing. When she is done, she hands you the paper. It con- 
tains the names and addresses of the varic^us churches and 
Reading Rooms in the neighbourhood. And that is all. She 
is now at your mercy. She wails. Her lips come together 
like the seams of a badly .sewn baseball. Her face burns 
and wastes under your eyes; the very hairs at the corners 
of her mouth seem already to have shrivelled. W'hen, after 
a long pause, you do not oiler to buy one of the tracts, she 
walks aw'a\', her run-down shoes knocking on the pave- 
ment. her load swinging as heavily as a bag of sand. 

Yesterday she was sicker than ever. Her skin was the 

colour ol brick dust: her breath was sour. In her old tarn 

that halt-covered the .scar, and her rough, blackened coat 

buttoned to the neck, she suggested the figuie of a minor 

politic al leader in exile, unwelcome, shabbv. burning with 
a double fever. 

She addressed me in the usual whisper. 

‘You spoke to me two weeks ago,’ I said. 

‘Oh. Well ... 1 have a pamphlet here about the beliefs 
ot Snence. And testimon\ b> . . She groped. Then 1 felt 



sure it had taken her these extra minutes to hear what I 
had said. I was about to ask, 'Don't you feel well?' but, 
from fear of offending her, I held back. Her lips were more 
badly chapped than I had ever seen them. On the protrud- 
ing point of the upper, a scab had formed. 

‘The men from Bataan,' I said. ‘The one you told me 

about last time.' 

‘Yes. Five cents.’ 

‘Which would you rather sell me, this or the other ?’ 

She held out the one with the veterans' testimony. 

‘You're going to the Army, too ? This is the one. She 
took the coin and slid it into her pocket, which was edged 
with a sort of charred fur. Then she said, ‘You’re going to 
read it.' 

I don't know what prevented me from saying yes. 

T’ll try to find time for it,' I said. 

‘No, then you aren't going to. I’ll take it back.' 

‘I want to keep it.' 

'You can have your nickel. Here it is back.' 

I refused it. She shook her lowered head as a child 

might, sorrowing. 

‘I’m going to read this,' I said. I thrust the pamphlet into 
my coat. 

‘You mustn't be proud,' she said. She misunderstood my 
smile. At that moment she looked very grimly sick; though 
her eyes retained their hard brown centres, the whites had 
lost their moisture and, in each, a dry streak of vein had 
appeared. 

‘I give you my word. I'll read it.' 

She had held out her hand with a stiff movement of her 
arm to receive the pamphlet back. Now her hand went 
back to her side. For a while, as I watched her face with its 
small chin and large, marred forehead, I thought she had 
lost all sense of her whereabouts. But she soon picked up 
her bag and walked away. 
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10 March 


Rain, yesterday, that turned into snow overnight. Cold 
again. 


12 March 

RrcrivEoa note from Kitty, asking why I hadn’t stopped 
by lately. I tore it up before Iva could see it. I haven’t 
thought about Kitt)- lately. I can’t be missing her much. 


I S March 

Sunday was warm, hinting at spring. We \dsited the Alm- 
stadts. In the evening I walked in Humboldt Park, around 
the lagoon, across the bridge to the boathouse where we 
used to discuss Man and Superman and where, even 
earlier, with John Pearl. 1 pelted the lovers on the benches 
below the balcony with crab apples. The air had a brackish 
smell of wet twigs and mouldering browm seed-pods, but it 
was soft, and through it rose, with indistinct but thrilling 
reality, meadow's and masses of trees, blue and rufous 
stone and reflecting puddles. After dark, as I wms returning, 
a warm. thi( k rain began falling with no more warning 
than a gasp. I ran. 


i6 March 


Another Talk with the Spirit of Alternatives. 

‘I can t tell )ou how much 1 appreciate your coming 
bac k.' 

‘Yes?’ 

‘And I’d like to apologize.* 

‘That’s not necessary.' 
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'And explain/ 

‘Tm used to abuse. It’s in the line of duty." 

‘But I want to say - I’m a chopped and shredded man." 

‘Easily exasperated.’ 

‘You know how it is. I’m harried, pushed, badgered, 

worried, nagged, heckled. , . / 

‘By what ? Conscience ?’ 

‘Well, it’s a kind of conscience. I don’t respect it as I 
do my own. It’s the public part of me. It goes deep. It s the 
world internalized, in short.’ 

‘What does it want ?’ 

‘It wants me to stop living this way. It’s prodding me to 
the point where I shall no longer care what happens to 
me,’ 

‘When you will give up ?' 

‘Yes, that’s it.’ 

‘Well, why don’t you do that ? Here you are preparing 

yourself for further life. . . 

‘And you think I should quit.’ 

‘The vastest experience of your time doesn t have much 
to do with living. Have you thought of preparing yourself 

for that 2’ 

‘Dying ? You’re angry because 1 threw the orange peel. 

‘I mean it.’ 

‘What’s there to prepare for ? You can’t prepare for 
anything but living. You don’t have to know an 3 /thing to 
be dead. You have merely to learn that you will one day be 
dead. I learned that long ago. No, we’re both joking. I 

know you didn’t mean that.* 

‘Whatever I mean, you get it twisted up.* 

*No. But I’m half-serious. You want me to worship the 
anti-life. I’m saying that there are no values outside life. 

There is nothing outside life.’ 

‘We’re not going to argue about that. But you have inv 
possible aims. Everybody else is dangling, too. When and 
if you survive you can start setting yourself straight. 

‘But, Tu As Raison Aussi, this is important. And v/hat’s 
the rush ? There are important questions here. There s the 
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whole question of my real and not superficial business as 
a man.' 

‘Oh, now, really. What makes you think you can handle 
these things by yourself ?’ 

‘With whom can I start but myself V 

‘Nah, foolishness ! ’ 

‘No, but the questions have to be answered/ 

‘Aren't you tired of this room V 

'Weary of it.’ 

‘Wouldn't you rather be in motion, outside, some- 
where ?' 

‘Sometimes I think nothing could be better.* 

Do you really think you can handle all your o\vn 
questions ?’ 

'I'm not always sure/ 

'Then your position is weak indeed/ 

‘Look, there are moments when I feel it would be wisest 

to go to my draft board and ask to have my number called 
at once.’ 

‘Well ?• 

‘I would he denying my inmost feelings if I said I wanted 

to be by-passed and spared from knowing what the rest of 

my generation is undergoing. 1 don’t want to be humped 

protec lively over my life. 1 am neither so corrupt nor so 

hard-boiled that 1 can savour mv life only when it is in 

danger of extinction. But. on the other hand, its value here 

in this room is decreasing da)' by da)'. Soon it may become 
distasteful to me.’ 


‘There, you can see it yourself.’ 

Wait. I m collecting all m) feelings and mv misgivings. 
I am somewhat afraid of the vanity of thinking that I can 
make my own way toward clarity. But it is even more 
important to know whether I can claim the right to pre- 
serve mxself in this flood of death that has carried off so 
many like me, mullling them and bearing them down and 
down, minds untricxl and sinews useless - so much debris. 

\x is appiopi iate tc'» ask whether 1 have any business with- 
holding myself from the same fate.’ 



‘And the answer ?’ 

‘I recall Spinoza’s having written that no virtue could 
be considered greater than that of trying to preserve one- 
self.’ 

‘At all costs, oneself V 

‘You don’t get it. Oneself. He didn’t say one’s life. He 
said oneself. You see the difference ?’ 

‘No. 

‘He knew that everyone must die. He does not instruct 
us to graft new glands or to eat carp’s intestine in order to 
live three hundred years. We cannot make ourselves im- 
mortal. We can decide only what is for us to decide. The 
rest is beyond our power. In short, he did not mean preser- 
vation of the animal.’ 

‘He was speaking of the soul, the spirit ?’ 

‘The mind. Anyway, the self that we must govern. 
Chance must not govern it, incident must not govern it. It 
is our humanity that we are responsible for it, our dignity, 
our freedom. Now, in a case like mine, 1 can’t ask to be 
immune from the war. I have to take my risks for survival 
i as I did, formerly, against childhood diseases and all the 
I dangers and accidents through which 1 nevertheless man- 
j aged to become Joseph. Do you follow that ? 

i Tt’s impossible, every bit of it.’ 

I ‘We are afraid to govern ourselves. Of course. It is so 
hard. We soon want to give up our freedom. It is not even 
real freedom, because it is not accompanied by compre- 
hension. It is only a preliminary condition of freedom. But 
we hate it. And soon we run out, we choose a master, roll 
! over on our backs and ask for the leash.* 

‘Ah,’ said Tii As Raison Aussi. 

‘That’s what happens. It isn’t love that gives us weari- 
ness of life. It’s our inability to be free.’ 

‘And you’re afraid it may happen to you ?’ 

‘I am.* , 

‘Ideally, how would you like to regard the war, then ? 

‘I would like to see it as an incident.’ 

‘Only an incident ?* 
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A very important one; perhaps the most important that 

has ever occurred. But, still, an incident. Is the real nature 

of the world changed by it ? No. Will it decide, ultimately 

the major issues of existence ? No. Will it rescue us 

spiritually 1 Still no. Will it set us free in the crudest sense, 

that IS, merely to be allowed to breathe and eat ? I hope so! 

but 1 can t be sure that it will. In no essential way is it 

crucaal - if you accept my meaning of es.sential. Suppose 

1 had a complete vision of life. 1 would not then be affected 

essentially. The war can destroy me physically. That it can 

do. But so can bacteria. I must be concerned with them 

naturally. I must take account of them. They can obliterate 

me. But. as long as I am alive. I must follow my destiny in 
spite of them.' 

‘Then only one question remains.’ 

‘What ?• 

‘Whether you have a separate destiny. Oh. you’re a 
shrewd wigglcr,’ said Tu As Raison Aussi. ‘But I've been 
waiting for you to cross my corner. Well, what do you 


I think I must have grown pale. 

‘I'm not ready to answer. I have nothin? 
now.’ ^ 


to say to that 


How seriously you take this,’ cried Tu As Raison Aussi. 
Its only a discussion. The boy’s teeth are chattering, 

bed set a blanket from the 

round me and m great concern, wiped my forehead and 
sat by me until nightfall. 


ly March 

w-ilke^r ‘•’ncl rode downtossm to meet Iva. I 

s de of MiT’ "u ■'^t'-eet on the park 

lie tvo Art Institute lions and 

t>pLS enjo) ing cigarettes in the watery sunlight and 

I -10 


the shimmering exhaust gas, after a long winter in the 
interior. The bleached grass is beginning to take on a weak 
; yellow in some spots, and there are a few green stubs of 
I iris showing, nearly provoking me into saying: ‘Go back, 
' you don't know what you're getting into, 

I 

j i8 March 

4 

No mail in the box. Except for the paper that lies 
scrambled over the bed and the passing of an occasional 
i soldier or military truck in the street, we are insulated here 
j from the war. If we chose, we could pull the blinds and 
fling the paper into the hall for Marie to gather up, casting 
it out utterly. 

19 March 

Nevertheless, spring begins on Sunday. I always ex- 
perience a rush of feeling on the twenty-first of March. 
'Thank heavens. I've made it again ! ’ 

22 March 

I CARRIED out my threat and walked in the park in my 
spring coat, and suffered for it. It was a slaty, windy day 
with specks of snow sliding through the trees. I stopped at 
a tavern on the way back and treated myself to a glass of 
rye. 

Because of Mrs Kiefer, we could not listen to the Phil- 
harmonic in the afternoon, so, after lolling on the bed 
eating oranges and reading the magazines and the Sunday 
features, we set out at four o’clock for the movies. As we 
stood buttoning our coats in the hall, in came Vanaker in 
his bowler and polka-dot muffler, carrying a bag in which 
bottles rattled. 


*SQcre du Vin Temps,* I smiled. 

We had a late dinner and turned in at eleven. Vanaker 
coughed boozily all through the night and awakened me 

near dawn, banging doors and making his customary 
splash. 


25 March 

Mr Ringholm moved out last week. His room has been 
rented by a Chinese girl. Her trunk came from Inter- 
national House this morning. 1 read the tag - Miss Olive 
Ling. 


24 March 

A PiCTURr postcard of Times Square from Steidler on the 
hall table this morning, with the message: *I am thinking 
of stopping here indefinitely.' Probably he has already run 
through his brother’s money. 

Mrs ikirtlett was beckoning to me as I was going ui>- 
stairs: she asked it I would help her carry up a cot from the 
storeroom. She was going to sleep downstairs with Mrs 
Kiefer henceforward. I descended with her. She had already 
pulled the folding bod from the musty woexi closet across 
halt the length of the cellar. In the hot light of the furnace 
gtating, her face, the face of an overgrown country girl, 
with large, slightly protruding front teeth that lent it a 
kind ot innocence, was rather j^repc^ssessing. 1 was glad 
she had asked me to help her. 'Take it from the bottom, 
that s it. Now. Up. 1 11 go first.’ She putfed out her instruc- 
tions. -Lorci, they should make these contraptions of wood.’ 
\i struggk'ci up with it and carried it into the roc>m where 
the old woman lay. her white hair arranged in a fringe that 
nearly met her brow. Kiit>' wore hers that way. Mrs 
le er s cheeks were c ollapsed and her face was moist. It 
rcmin ed me of a loat. hetore the baker puts it in the 
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oven, smeared with white of egg. I went into the hall 
quickly. 

‘Thanks/ Mrs Bartlett whispered loudly from the dark 
square inlet of the lower hall. ‘Thanks loads.' And her 
teeth shone up at me good-naturedly. 


25 March 

Morning began dull and numb, then brightened miracu- 
lously. I tramped the neighbourhood. It was warm in 
earnest at one o’clock, with a tide of summer odours from 
the stockyards and the sewers (odours so old in the city- 
bred memory they are no longer repugnant). 

In the upper light there were small fair heads of cloud 
turning. The streets, in contrast, looked burnt out; the 
chimneys pointed heavenward in open-mouthed exhaus- 
tion. The turf, intersected by sidewalk, was bedraggled 
with the whole winter’s deposit of deadwood, match cards, 
cigarettes, dogmire, rubble. The grass behind the palings 
and wrought-iron frills was still yellow, although in many 
places the sun had already succeeded in shaking it into 
livelier green. And the houses, their doors and windows 
open, drawing in the freshness, were like old drunkards or 
consumptives taking a cure. Indeed, the atmosphere of 
the houses, the brick and plaster and wood, the asphalt, 
the pipes and gratings and hydrants outside, and the in- 
teriors — curtains and bedding, furniture, striped wallpaper 
and horny ceilings, the ravaged throats of entry halls and 
the smeary blind eyes of windows — this atmosphere, I say, 
was one of an impossible hope, the hope of an impossible 
rejuvenation. 

Nevertheless, a few large birds, robins and grackles, 
appeared in the trees, and some of the trees themselves 
were beginning to bud. The large rough cases cracked at 
the tip, showing sticky green within, and one tree was 
erupting in crude red along its higher branches. I even saw 
in a brick passageway an untimely butterfly, out of place 
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both in the season and the heart of the city, and somehow 
alien to the whole condition of the centurv. 

And there were children, on skates and bicycles, or 
scouting along the curbs for salvage, playing ball or hop- 
ping after bits of glass in chalk squares. There was a show- 
ing of ice-cream cones, despite the inroads of rationing, 
and a sprinkling of spring artic les, though infants still wore 
wool leggings and the elderly were fully buttoned and 
sombrely hatted. Sound was magnified and vision enlarged, 
red was rough and bloody, yellow clear but thin, blue in- 
creasingly warm. All but the sun's own yellow that ripped 
up the middle of eat h street, making two of everything 
that stood - object and shadow. 

The room, when 1 returned to it. was as full of this 
yellow as an egg is of yolk. In honour of the transformation 
in the weather, 1 decided to clean up for supper and, as 1 
stood c hanging my shirt in the unaccustomed brilliance of 
the mirror, 1 observed new folds near my mouth and, 
around my eyes and the root of my nose, marks that had 
not been there a year before. It is not pleasant to find such 
changes. But, tying my tie, 1 shrugged them off as inevit- 
able. the price of experience, an outlay that had better be 

made ungrudgingly, since it was bound in any case to be 
collected. 


26 March 

VVf had been short of funds for several days. Iva received 
her che(|uc on Thursday but. instead of cashing it. brought 
It home and left it in my bureau drawer with instructions 
to take It to the bank. The reason she gave for not taking 
It to the currenc y exchange downtewn. as usual, was that 
this week she was working evenings in the reference room 

anc did not want to risk carrying such a sum home. She 
had heard rumours of holdups. 

I^ut I refused to go to the near-by bank with it. 

1 had had several experiences there with Iva’s cheques. 

i-H 


r 


;v 


y 

r 



I had been turned down twice last fall; once because I had 
insufficient identification and, again, when the vice presi- 
dent, looking from my cards to me and from me to my 
cards, once more said, ‘How do 1 know you’re this person V 

I replied, ‘You can take my word for it/ 

He did not smile; 1 did not rate a smile. But the indica- 
tions were that under different circumstances - say, if I 
had been clean-shaven and my shirt had not been frayed, 
or if bits of torn lining had not shown from my coat sleeve 
— my words would have evoked one. He sat back seriously 
and considered the cheque. He was a plump man, about 
thirty years old. Mr Frink stood in brass letters on the 
wooden block at his finger tips; his clean sandy hair was 
already fading back in two broad freckled arches. He 
would be bald within a few years, his bare head spotted 
with those blackish freckles. 

‘That’s a city cheque, Mr . . . Frink, is it ?’ He acknow- 
ledged the name. ‘Certainly there isn’t much risk in accept- 
ing a city cheque.’ 

‘If you know who the endorser is,* said Mr Frink, un- 
clasping his pen and shuffling professionally through my 
cards with one hand. ‘Now, where do you work, Joseph ?* 

In such cases I generally answer that 1 am working at 
Inter-American; it is an impressive reference and not a 
wholly false one; Mr Mallender would stand behind me, I 
am sure. But because he addressed me by my first name, as 
though I were an immigrant or a young boy or a Negro, I 
said — dismissing diplomacy without a second thought — 
T’m not working anywhere now. I’m waiting for my draft 
call.* 

Of course, that finished my prospects. He immediately 
said, re-assembling his pen, that the bank did not make a 
practice of cashing the cheques of non-depositors. He was 
sorry. 

I gathered up my cards. 

‘Here, you’ll notice that I have a surname, Frink,* I 
said, holding one of the cards up. ‘1 realize it’s difficult to 
deal wdth the public efficiently and still politely. All the 

145 


w?' 


same, people don’t like to be treated like suspicious char- 
acters and patronized at the same time,’ I made an effort to 
control myself as I said this, but when ended I saw that 
several bystanders were looking at me. Frink seemed more 
alarmed by my tone than by my words. I am not sure he 
understood them, but he faced me as if to show that in him 
1 menaced a courageous man. It was a foolish incident, A 
year ago I would have accepted his explanation politely 
and have moved away. 

Too late. I stuffed the cheque into my pocket and. with- 
out another glance at l-rink, I walked off. 

Naturally, when 1 came to explain my reasons for not 
going back to the bank I could not tell Iva all of the story. 

I said merely that I had been turned down twice and did 
not want it to happen a third time. 

‘Oh, now, Joseph, why should there be any trouble about 
it ? I've cashed hundreds of t heques.' 

‘but they turned me down. And it's as embarrassing as 
anything can be.’ 

‘I'll give you my identification disc. All you have to do 
is show it.’ 

‘1 won’t do it.’ 1 said. 

‘Then go somewhere else. Go to the currency exchange, 
the one near Lake-F\irk Avenue.’ 

‘before they do business with you there, they make you 
fill out a longi long form. Fhc_\y^wanncF^^^w everything 
. . . whera.you’yc~emplo}|i^ JT 1 sa^TTm nof^^rking. they'll 
laugh me oulNrf;^lhe plac^Q. ‘’ WharTRoriv^i^g ? Anybody 
can get a job the?e-4ays;” No. 1 won’Wo. \\^’ don’t you 
cash k downtoVvn ?\ 

I nl^^t g^mP to carry all that nionc\' late at night. It’s 
out of If I'ni held up. we’ll have to borrow 

from your father orHmne. or from Amos.’ 

‘Flave you ever beerb^ld up ^ ' 

'You know I haven't 

Then why have \ou sudd^hl^- begun to worry about it ?' 
ou read two papers a da\'. f^om front to back. You 
ought to know, t here’ve been hold-ups.* 



‘Pooh ! Two people. And not near here, either, but miles 
away, up on Sixtieth Street.' 

‘Joseph, are you or are you not going to cash this 
cheque ?* 

‘No,' I said. 

Perhaps I should have told her about my experience 
with Mr Frink. Then, at any rate, the reason for my refusal 
would have been clear. But she would have been just as 


angry. She would have been in the right, hence very severe. 
And, although she would have excused me from returning 
to the bank, it is likely that she would have made things 
hard for me in other ways. Therefore I said nothing about 
it. 


‘All right,’ she said. ‘The cheque will stay in the drawer. 


We won’t eat.’ 

'I can stand it if you can.* 

‘I’m quite sure you can stand it. You’d have to be as 
weak as ... as Gandhi before you’d give in. You’re mulish.* 
‘I don’t think you have much right to call me mulish. 
As if you weren’t twice as stubborn. 1 don’t feel like fight- 
ing about it, Iva. That’s the truth. I can’t go. I have my 
reasons.’ 

‘You always have reasons, and with principles. Capital 
V; she said, tracing the letter on the air with her finger. 
‘Don’t be a fool. Do you think it’s pleasant to walk up 

to a bank window and be turned away ?’ 

‘Are you sure you didn’t get into a fight of some kind 
over there?’ she asked shrewdly. '1 have a suspicion ... 


‘Your suspicion is wrong. You always ju.mp to the worst 
conclusion you can think of. If I wanted to do that . . . 

well.’ ' ^ 




/ 


I 


‘Well ?’ 

‘I’d say plenty.' 

‘For example.’ 

‘You want me to do all kinds of things I was never ex- 


pected to do before. Now, why this sudden fear of being 
robbed ? I could say you trumped it up. You’ve been carry- 
ing money for years, and larger amounts, too. Suddenly it 
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frightens you. Well, the reason is that you want me to run 
errands.’ 

‘Errands ?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Let's have the whole thing. You must have a principle 
hidden somewhere.’ 

'Don’t make fun of me, Iva. Things have changed. 
You’ve become the breadwinner, and whether you know it 
or not you resent the fact that I stay at home while you go 
to work every morning. So you think up things for me to 
do. You want me to earn my keep.’ 

'Of all the things to say.’ Iva grew white. ‘I never know 
what you’re going to do. You go along (luietly and all of a 
sudden you come out with something, something ... it’s 
a terrible thing to say.’ 

Ml happens to be true.’ 

Mt isn’t.’ 

‘You aren’t aware of it yourself. Iva. I’m not blaming 

you. But you are the provider. After all. it’s bound to have 
an elfet t on you. . . 

You re having an effect on me. You're making me sick.’ 

‘No. listen to me. Iva.’ I persisted. 'I’m not making this 

up. 1 sec it and feel it constantly. I know you don’t want 

It to be true, but it is, nevertheless. You take it for granted 

that I have nothing to do. Every morning you leave half a 

do/cn oiders for me. And just a while ago \ ou mentioned 
that 1 read the papers.’ 

M low you twist everything around,’ Iva said bitterly. 

‘Not as nuKh as vou think.’ 

She reached for her handkerchief. 

■Just as soon as I take up a subject you don't like, you 

begin to ciy. Don t )’ou want me to sav an\ thing about 
this ?’ 


'I can depend on you not to keep quiet when vou think 

you're being wronged. You think evervbodv's 'trying to 

take advantage of you. Even I . . .• and she could not 
continue. 

This is what happens whenever 1 bring up a disagree- 
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able subject. Vm just trying to point out something I don't 
think you're aware of. I thought you wanted me to tell 
you such things. You never used to object.’ 

‘You never used to be so mean and ugly-tempered. You 
. . .' Now she broke off and began to cry. 

‘Jesus, Jesus ! Can we never have a talk without a flood 
of tears ? It’s easy for you to cry. But what can I do ? I’m 
getting out. I should get out for good. This is no sort of life. 
Stop that crying!’ She did try to stop; her efforts ended 
in a grotesque sound brought up from her throat. She rolled 
over on the bed and concealed her face from me. 

Up to this point in our quarrel, Vanaker had given 
several protesting coughs, and now I heard his footsteps 
in the hall as he went to the bathroom and then, just as I 
had expected, the sound through the open door, of his 
splash, growing louder as he trained his stream to the 
centre where the water was deepest. Shuffling off my slip- 
pers, I stepped out steathily and advanced on his silhouette. 
When he turned, hearing me, my foot was already in the 
door. He had neglected to turn on the light, but I could 
see perfectly clearly by the small bulb outside. In the 
semi-dark, a look of panic sprang to his moist, drunken 
eyes, and he pushed against me, but 1 was solidly planted 

on the threshold. 

‘Took you in it at last, didn’t 1!’ I exclaimed. ‘You 
damned old whisky-head. By God, I ve had more than I 
can stand. There’s a dying woman downstairs, and you 
slam around here all boozed up, raising as much hell as 

you please.’ 

‘Joseph,’ Iva called in a strained voice. She had come 
into the hall. ‘Joseph I ' 

‘It's about time I told him off. I m fed up. Completely. 
Do you think you can get away with it forever ? I shouted 
at him. ‘Kicking up a racket in the middle of the night, 
hoicking, forcing us to listen when you make your busi- 
ness, you crowbait ? Didn't you ever learn to shut the 
door when you went to the toilet ? By God, you kept it shut 
tight enough the night you set the house on fire ! 
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*Mister!’ I heard Mrs Bartlett cry from the stairs. A 
door closed. Iva had gone back into the room, and similar 
sounds told me that either Mrs Fessman or Miss Ling had 
come out to listen and then had quickly retreated. There 
were further noises from Captain Briggs's apartment. I 
heard a man’s tread in the passage above. 

‘And stealing, besides,’ 1 went on. 

‘Steal V he said weakly. 

‘Stealing,’ 1 repealed. ‘Then going before the priest at 
St Thomas the Apostle and standing in my socks and stink- 
ing of my wife’s perfume. I’ve got a good mind to go and 
tell them about it there. How would you like that He 
stared dumbl\-, his head a long blob of shadow in the 
pewter gleam of the mirror on the medicine chest. Then 
he came forward a pace, hopefully, for the Captain was 
behind me in his dressing-gown. 

‘What are you doing.’’ he said sternly. Mrs Briggs 
appeared at his side. ‘Fasten yourself up.’ he ordered Vana- 
ker. who thereupon took shelter behind the door. 


'Father he moves, or my wife and I . . . \Vc refuse to put 
up with him,' I .said. 

‘Now,’ said the Captain. 'You've done enough shouting. 
Calm down. They can hear you all over the house.' 

‘It s an outrage.’ his wife breathed. 'With my mother 
downstairs.’ 


‘I’m sorry. Mrs Briggs,' 1 said in a lower voice. ‘But I had 

as much as I could stand from him. I admit 1 lost my- 
self.’ 

‘I should sav.’ 

‘Just a minute. Mil.’ the Captain interrupted. .\nd then 

to me: ‘We can’t allow behaviour of that sort here, and . . 

What about his beha\iour .’' 1 said ext itedlw ‘It seems 

he can do as he pleases, but if 1 protest I am the one who’s 

blamed. Why don’t you ask him about it? What’s he 
skulking in there for V 

If >ou had complaints you should have breaught them 

to me or to m)' wife instead of making a rcaw. This is not 
a tavern. . . 
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‘I put up with his indecency. I don’t care. It’s that kind 
of inconsiderateness/ I said disconnectedly. 

‘This is terrible, shameful/ said Mrs Briggs. 

‘We can’t have this/ said the Captain, ‘we can’t have it. 
It’s the worst kind of rowdyism ! ’ 

‘Howard/ remonstrated Mrs Briggs. 

‘You’re the one that’s shouting now. Captain/ I said. 
‘Don’t tell me how to talk/ the Captain exploded. 

‘I’m not your subordinate. I’m a civilian. I don’t have 

to take this from you.’ 

‘By Jesus, I’ll take a swing at you in about a minute ! ’ 
‘Try it!’ 1 said, stepping back and tightening my fists. 
‘Howard, please. Howard,’ said Mrs Briggs. 

‘Joseph,’ said Iva, appearing in the doorway. ‘Come 
here. Come into the room.' I edged by them, guardedly. 
‘Get in/ commanded Iva. 

‘If he touched me. I’d murder him, soldier suit or no 

soldier suit,’ I growled as 1 went in. 

‘Oh. keep quiet,’ said Iva. ‘Mrs Briggs, please, just a 

moment.’ She hurried towards them. 

I put on my shoes, snatched my street clothes from the 
closet, and flung out of the house. I walked rapidly through 
the drizzle. It was not late, certainly not more than i 
o’clock. The air was dense and black and pressed close on 
the hour-glass figures the street lamps made. I could not 
have slowed my walk; I was not sure of my legs. So I went 
on for some time, until I came to an open place, a lot with 
a wire backstop for baseball games. The ground was 
flooded, a wind-blown sheet of water, utterly dark. Behind 
the backstop was a white drinking fountain and water 
from it flurring into the warm air. 1 drank and then I went 
on, not so fast as before but just as aimlessly, toward the 
static shower of lights in the street ahead, a spray of them 
hanging in the middle distance over the shine of the pave- 
ment. Then I turned back. 

I could not even imagine what Iva’s misery must be, 
nor the state of the house. Iva must be tr^ng to explain; 
Mrs Briggs, if she was listening at all, was listening frosti y. 


while Vanaker was making his way to his room, meek but 
vindicated, and probably wondering what had happened. 
Once more he seemed to me, as in the early days, simple- 
minded. perhaps subnormal. 

I walked over the cinders of a schoolyard and came into 

an alley approaching our windows. I looked for Iva's 

shadow on the blind. She was not there. 1 had halted near 

a fence against which a tree leaned, freshly budding and 

seething under the rain. I made an effort to dry my face. 

Then it occurred to me that the reason I could not see her 

was that she was lying on the bed again. My skin was 

suddenly as wet with perspiration as it had been a moment 

ago with rain. 1 turned and started back along the school- 

yard fence. A steel ring on a rope whipped loudly against 

the flagpole. Then, for a moment, a car caught me in its 

lights. I stood aside for it and followed its red blur. It was 

gone. Something ran among the cans and papers. A rat. I 

thought and. sic kened, I went even more quic kly, skirting a 

pool at the foot of the street where a torn umbrella lay 

stogged in water and ashes. I took a deep breath of warm 
air. 


I believe I had known for some time that the moment 
I had been waiting for had come, and that it was impos- 
sible to r(^sist an>' longer. I must give m\self up. And I 
recognized that the l)reath of \\'arm air was simultaneously 
a breath of relief at my decision to surrender. I was done. 
But it was not painful to acknowledge that, it was not 
painful in the least. Not even w hen I tested myself, whis- 
pciing the leash , reproachfully, did I feel pained or humi- 
liated. I could have c hosen a harsher s\'mbol than that for 
my surrender. It would not have hurt me. for 1 could feel 

nothing but gratification and a desire to make mv decision 
effective at once. 

It couldn’t be later than half past ten now'. The draft 
board often held late sessions. I set out for its olhee in 
the Sevier Hotel. As 1 was walking across the old-fashioned 
lobby, trying to remember on which side the cMhce was. 
the c lerk called me over. I le guessed w hat I w anted. 


‘If it*s the board you're after/ he said, ‘everybody's gone 
home.’ 

‘Can I leave a note ? Oh, never mind. I’ll mail it.' 

I sat down at a desk in a^comer, near one of the portieres, 
and wrote on a sheet of stationery : 

I hereby request to be taken at 
the earliest possible moment into 
the armed services. 

To this I added rhy full name and call number, and across 
the bottom : 

I am available at any time. 

After I had posted this, I stopped at a tavern and spent 

my last forty cents on a drink. 

‘I’m off to the wars,’ I said to the bartender. His hand 
hovered over the money. He picked it up and turned to 
the cash register. The place, after all, was full of soldiers 

and sailors. 


27 March 

This morning I told Iva what 1 had done. She made only 
one comment, namely, that I should have consulted her. 
But I said, ‘I’m doing myself no good here.’ There was no 
answer to that. She took the cheque downtown to cash. 
I waited for her on the library steps, sitting among the 
pigeons, reading the paper. She came down at noon, and 
we had lunch together. She did not look well. There was 
a blemish on her face that always shows up when she is 
disturbed. I felt weak myself, standing in the sunlight. 
Mrs Briggs had asked both parties to yesterday s disgrace 

to move. , 

‘You can stay on alone,' I said to Iva.- ‘She won t object. 

‘I’ll see about it. When do you think you’ll be called?' 

‘I’m not sure. I think in about a week.' 

‘1 don’t think you ought to spend your last week 
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moving/ she said. 'We'll stay on for a while. I'm sure Mrs 
Briggs will let us/ 

About her own plans she said nothing. 


29 March 

Mrs Kiefer died during the night. When I went out to 
breakfast I saw her door thrown open, her bed empty, the 
curtains in the room pinned back, the window open. Later, 
Mrs Briggs appeared in black. In the afternoon other 
mourners came, gathering in the parlour. At five o’clock 
they began to pour out of the house. They w'ent up the 
still street to the undertaker. The odour of coffee drifted up 
from the kitchen. 

rhat evening, as we came out of the restaurant, we 
saw Mrs Bartlett across the way. She had changed her 
W'hite uniform for a silk dress and a short fur coat. Her 
hat was a strange affair with a flat top and a curtain or 
wimple that fell about her neck - a fashion that disap- 
peared many years ago. We guessed that she w'as on her 
way to the movies after her long confinement with Mrs 
Kiefer. Her shin\-. long, black pocket-book was clasped 
under her doubled arm: she walked in a heavy-hipped, 
energetic stride towards the brightly lit avenue. 


51 March 

Today, the funeral. The Captain drove up with a wreath 
in his car; to him came a woman in a blue cape and 
feathers and short legs in ribbed hose. Her foc)t was set on 
the running-board as though she were standing at a bar. 
Then she sprang in. and the\’ drove (df tcygeiher. Telegraph 
messengers kept coming all morning. 1 don't know' how 
man)' children tlte old woman had. There was a son in 


California, Marie had once said. The family gathered on 
the porch. The women’s faces were mottled with crying; 
the men looked morose. They returned from the funeral at 
noon and had lunch at a long table in the parlour. I saw 
them when I went down for the midday mail. The Captain 
caught me looking in, and frowned, I withdrew quickly. 

The postman was putting a letter in the box next door 
and he pointed vigorously at me and drew his finger across 
his throat. I had received my notice. 'A committee of 
your neighbours . . I was summoned for the ninth. My 
blood test was to be on Monday. I took the papers out of 
the envelope and propped them up on the dresser where 
Iva could see them when she came in. 

Later in the day, as I sat reading, Marie came to the 
door with fresh towels. She, too, was dressed in black. She 
went about the house sombre and unapproachable, as 
though she shared with Mrs Kiefer and the mourners 
some unusual secret about death. 1 took this opportunity 
to tell her that I was going away. 

‘Your wife going to stay ?* she said. 

‘I don’t know.’ 

‘Uh-huh. Well, good luck.’ She gloomily wiped her 
cheeks with a black-edged handkerchief. 

‘Thanks,’ I said. 

She took the soiled towels and shut the door. 


2 April 

Universal relief. As old Almstadt put it, since I had to 
go, it was better to go and get it over with. And my father, 
too, said. ‘Well, at least you don’t have to wait any more.’ 
Amos, when I spoke to him yesterday, asked me to have 
lunch with him at his club. 1 told him I was going to be 
busy, I know he would have introduced me to his friends 
as ‘my brother who is going into the Army’, and would 
thereafter be known as a man who was ‘in it*. 


^55 


4 A.pril 


Van AKER moved this morning. I heard Marie in his room 
after he had gone and went in. She had found two empty 
perfume bottles in his wastebasket. I was right. He left 
an interesting lot of goods behind, l>nng in the stale closet. 
Bottles, of course - those he had not seen fit, for some 
reason, to throw into the yard - picture magazines with 
photos of nudes, gloves, soiled underwear, the bowl of a 
pipe, a grease-stained handkerchief, a copy of Pilgrim's 
Progress and a school edition of One Hundred Great Nar- 
rative Poems, a carton of matches, a felt hat, a necktie 
with some matter dried into it. The whole collection went 
into a box which Marie carried down to the basement. 

Spent several hours putting my things away in the 
trunk. 


S April 

Wiiii F it was still dark, I left the house this morning to 
go for my blood test. I had not been out so earl\' for many 
months. The cars were jammed \N’ith factory workers. 
When 1 asked the conduc tor about m\- destination, a small 
park which I had never heard of. he said. ‘Stick around, 
ril fix \ou up.’ We plunged up the broad street for a mile 
or two. and then he nudged me and said. ‘Here y’are; 
cornin’ up.’ And with a sort of pla\fulncss he pushed me 
towards the door, while the others looked on gloomily, 
sleepy and dark-faced. 

I waited in line at the field house, under the thin trees. 

In the gymnasium 1 took olf mv clothes, marched naked 

around the floor with the others, examining their scars 

and blemishes as thc\’ did mine. There were few bovs: 
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most of the men were in their thirties. The cripples were 
swiftly weeded c^ut. A doc tor fell us in the groin; another, 
an aging man with a cigar, said perfunctorily, wielding 
the needle. 'Clench your hand; open; that’s it.’ Holding a 

iS6 


swab to your arm, looking curiously at your blood in the 
tube, you filed out and were dismissed. 

It was eight o’clock, morning, full and brilliant; my 
usual hour for rising. I stopped at a cafeteria for breakfast, 
went home, and read all day. 


6 April 

IVA has put together a few things she thinks I’ll need in 
the Army - my razor, a few handkerchiefs, a fountain pen 
and a block of note paper, my shaving-brush. I am not 
going to take the usual ten-day furlough. I would rather 
save the time and use it later, if that is possible. Iva, of 
course, thinks it a sign of coldness on my part. It is merely 
that I do not want any more delays. She is going back to 
the Almstadts’. Her father is coming on the tenth to move 
her things. 


8 April 

When 1 visited my father yesterday, I went upstairs to 
my old room. For a time after my marriage the maid had 
occupied it. It was unused now, and I found in it many 
of the objects I had kept around me ten years ago, before 
I left for school. There was a Persian print over the bed, 
of a woman dropping a flower on her interred lover — 
visible in his burial gown under the stones; a bookcase 
my mother had bought me; a crude water colour of a 
pitcher and glass done by Bertha, some nearly forgotten 
girl. I sat in the rocking chair, feeling that my life was 
already long enough to contain nearly forgotten periods, 
a loose group of undifferentiated years. Recently, I had 
begun to feel old, and it occurred to me that I might be 
concerned with age merely because 1 might never attain 
any great age, and that there might be a mechanism in us 
that tried to give us all of life when there was danger of 
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being cut off. And while I knew it was absurd for me to 
think of my ‘age’. I had apparently come to a point where 
the perspectives of time appeared far more contracted 
than they had a short while ago. 1 was beginning to 
grasp the meaning of ‘irretrievable’. This rather ordinary 
and. in some ways mean, room, had for twelve years 
been a standard site, the bearded Persian under the round 
stones and the water colour, fixtures of m\- youth. Ten 
years ago I was at school: and before that ... It was 
suddenly given to me to experience one of those consum- 
mating glimpses that come to all of us periodically. The 
room, delusivel)'. dwindk'd and became a tiny square, 
swifti)' drawn back, myself and all the objects in it grow- 
ing smaller. I his was not a mere visual trick. 1 understocxl 
it to be a rc\elation of the ephemeral agreements by which 
wc live and pace ourselves. 1 looked around at the restored 
walls. This place, which 1 avoided ordinarily, had great 
personal significance for me. Put it was noi here thirty 
sears ago. Piids flew through this space. It mas' be gone 
lifts' s ears hence. Sue h realils'. 1 thought, is acluallv dan- 
gerous. vers' treacherous. It should not be trusted. And I 
rose rather unsteadily from the rocker, feeling that there 
ssas an element of treason to ccmimon sense in the very 
objects of common sense. Or that there ssas no trusting 
them, save through svide agreement, and that ms’ separa- 
tion from suc h agreement had brought me perilously far 
from the nccessars’ trust, auxiliars to all sanitv. 1 had not 
done svell alone. 1 doubted sshether ansono/could. To be 
pushcxl upon oneself eniirels' put the vers' facts of simple 
existence in doubt, i'eihaps the ssar could ri'ac h me. by 
violence, ss hat I had been unable to Icarii /during those 
months in the room. Perhaps 1 codld/' ^''und creation 
through other means. Pei haps. Put (Pings' ss erc now out 
of ms' hands. 1 he next move was the Avorki’s. 1 could not 
bring myself to regret it. 

Amos and Dolls and I ita and \\j( svcrc at the table svhen 
I came in to dinner. Ms fatlier .prjesented me w ith a watch. 
Amos gave me a suitc ase s\ hie h. lie saieje would be handy 
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for overnight trips when I came back. From Etta and 
Doliri got ^ l^^^her sewing-kit, complete with scissors 

and buttons. 


9 April 

This is my last civilian day. Iva has packed my things. It 
i plain that she would like to see me show a little more 
grief at leaving. For her sake, 1 would like to. And 1 am 
forry to leave her, but 1 am not at all sorry to part with 
the^est of it. 1 am no longer to be held accountable for 
myself: 1 am grateful for that. 1 am in other hands, re- 
lieved of self-determination, freedom cancellea. 

Hurray for regular hours 1 

And for the supervision of the spirit I 

Long live regimentation ! 
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more books by SAUL BELLOW 

IN PENGUINS 

HERZOG 

‘A well-nigh faultless novel ' - The New Yorker 
‘A masterpiece’ - The New York Times Book Review 
‘A wonderful novel ... the book has a sheer prodigal 
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and also 
THE VICTIM 

the adventure.s of augie march 

SEIZE THE DAY 
HENDERSON THE RAIN KING 
HUMBOLDT’S GIFT 
MR S.XM.MLER’S PLANET 
MOSBV’S ME.MOIRS AND OTHER STORIES 




